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ABSTRACT 
In Common: 
Voices of the Common Woman 
An Original Compiled Script 
by 
Zoanne Allen 
Eastern Illinois University, 1988 
Major Professor: Dr. Douglas G. Bock 
Department: Speech Communication 
This is an original compiled script of selected 
ii 
materials relating to the common experiences of women. The 
intention was to present a work that would touch all women 
by describing experiences that are shared among us 
generally. The script utilized materials from a variety of 
sources: prose, diaries, poems and plays. The tone of the 
pieces selected were both serious and humorous. Through the 
assembling of these pieces, a complete script was created. 
The final goal of the work was to c reate a sense of bonding 
among the women in the audience. Secondarily, the male 
members of the audience should have a sense of new awareness 
of the female experience. 
The various pieces were assembled in a chronological 
order to deal with stages in a woman's life. There were 
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basically nine sections to the script: childhood and 
puberty, relationships with family, education, maturity, 
relationships with men, sex, marriage, children and 
employment. There was an attempt made to balance each area 
so that none were exceptionally small or large. 
The script was performed by seven readers before a 
small invited audience. A critique session fol lowed the 
performance and an evaluation of that performance is 
inc luded. 
iv 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 
This work would not have been completed without the 
generous assistance of a number of people. Most prominant 
of my helpers was my husband, Terry, who saw to it that I 
had the time to concentrate on my work. In the best 
tradition of the liberated male, he helped with the typing, 
watched the child ren, cooked supper, and did the cleaning . 
I could not have survived without him. 
I must give special thanks to my committee. Dr. Doug 
Bock was always willing to help me with var ious problems 
that came up during the course of my Master's work. Dr. 
Floyd Mer ritt gave me support and encouragement which are 
deeply appreciated. His enthusiasm for the project was more 
helpful than he can know. 
Special thanks also to Janet Zielke and Mike Chron who 
encouraged me to keep going and suffered through the program 
with me. 
v 
TABLE OF CONTENTS 
Page 
ABSTRACT. 
• • • 
. • • • . . • . • • • . . • • . • • . • • • • • • • • • • • . . • • • • . . . . . • 
ii 
ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS...................................... iv 
Section 
1. 
2 .  
3. 
4 .  
THE DEVELOPMENT O F  IN COMMON: A N  ORIGINAL 
COMPILED SCRIPT FOR PERFORMANCE 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . •  
RATIONALE OF PRODUCTION DECISIONS .......... . .  
. 
IN COMMON: VOICES OF THE COMMON WOMAN 
. . . . • . . . .  
AN EVALUATION OF THE PRODUCTION OF IN COMMON: 
VOICE OF THE COMMON WOMAN 
• • . . • . . • • . . . . . . • . . . . .  
1 
10 
13 
97 
BIBLIOGRAPHY. . .. . . . . . . . . .. . .. . ...... . . .. . . . . . . .. . . .... 10 1 
VITA . . . . . . . . . ..... . ... . . . .. ........ . . . . . . . . . . . ........ 105 
THE DEVELOPMENT OF IN COMMON: AN ORIGINAL 
COMPILED SCRIPT FOR PERFORMANCE 
Oral interpretation is an important aspect of 
communication that is often overlooked, perhaps because of 
its deceptively simple appearance. To the uninitiated, it 
may seem that oral interpretation is simply selecting a 
piece of literature and then reading it to someone . Oral 
interpretation, and parti cularly the compiled scr ipt, 
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i nvolves a great deal of research and care in construction. 
Leslie I .  Coger and Melvi n  R. White (Readers Theatre 
Handbook, Glenview, IL.: Scott Foresman and Company, 1967, 
p. 38) make the point that it is no simpler to wr ite an 
origi nal Readers Theatre script than it is to wr ite an 
origi nal stage play. 
Let us look fi rst at the prevailing defi n itions of oral 
interpretation and Readers Theatre. Don Geiger, University 
of Califor nia - Berkeley, is quoted in Coger and White's 
Readers Theatre Handbook (p. 9 ) ,  as defining oral 
interpretation in this way: 
• • •  
oral interpretation, then, is an unformulable 
amalgam of acting, public speaking, cr itical 
reaction, and sympathetic sha r i ng 
• • •  
(It] p resumes 
to be, like other k i nds of literacy 
i nterpretation, a critical illumination publicly 
offered i n  behalf of literature. 
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I believe the use of •unformulable• is i mportant i n  
this definition, as it indicates that the construction is 
open-ended. What works, works. If it doesn't work, change 
it. In va r ious product ions of Readers Theatre it would seem 
that the literature and the sympathetic shar ing are the two 
most important elements. The selection of the lite rature 
should enhance the sympathetic shar ing with the audience. 
The sharing should enhance the performers in terms of 
r esponse to what they are doing. As in any communication 
exchange, the r e  is a c i r cular flow of message and response. 
In performance situations, this binds the performer and 
audience in the p roduction. 
Wallace Bacon, i n  his standard text, The Art of 
Interpretation (New York: Holt, Rinehart and Winston, 1972, 
P. 407), further defines Readers Theatre. 
Readers Theatre embraces the group reading of 
mate r ial involving delineated characters, with or 
without the p r esence of a narrator, in such a 
manner as to establish the usual locus of the 
piece not onstage with the readers but in the 
imagination of the audience. 
This b r ings up another important character istic of Readers 
Theatre. In a way, Readers Theatre is minimal theatre. The 
audience is offered nothing except the performers' verbal 
and non-verbal skills and the literature. The r e  is usually 
no set, little in the way of costumes, and reduced movement. 
Certainly the production may be more elaborate, but 
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generally it is a simpler form of the theatre, as r adio is a 
simpler form of tel evision. 
In some ways, Readers Theatr e  requires more from its 
audience because they must r ely on their own minds to supply 
the environment of each piece. Therefore they must actively 
participate in the p roduction rather than be acted upon by 
it. Given that most people are trained to watch a 
performance in small segments, with a great deal of action 
and color supplied, Readers Theatr e  is not for everyone. 
Many larger universities are devoting more of the 
speech communication/theatr e  concentration to oral 
inte rpr etation, or performance studies, as it is refe r red to 
in some departments, such as Southe rn Illinois University -
Carbondale. In fact, the Speech Communication Association 
is planning the publication of a Journal of Performance 
Studies. In their article, "A Paradigm for Performance 
Studies" (Quarterly Journal of Speech, May 1987, p. 219), 
Ronald J. Pelias and James Vanoosting explain "from within 
speech communication, performance studies derives f r om the 
inte rpretation of literature and focuses on the performative 
and aesthetic nature of discourse." This is an important 
r eminder that o r al communication is simply another branch on 
the tree of communication. The use of "aesthetic" can be 
t ricky, since it is hard to pin down. In te r ms of 
aesthetics in communication, Pelias and Vanoosting give the 
following guidelines: 
A communication event may be conside red to possess 
an aesthetic nature when any one of the following 
conditions a r e  met: 
(1) The initiator (s) of the communication event 
intends it to be viewed as aesthetic. 
Regardless of the innate qua l i ties of the 
performance text or context, and regardless 
of the r esponse of an audience, an 
aesthetic intention alone provides 
sufficient rationale for performance study. 
(2) The performance event itself displays 
featu r es gene r a l ly recognized as aesthetic. 
This condition may be met apart from a 
"performer's " intention or the perception 
of a specific "audience." 
(3) The r espondent for a communication event 
willingly assumes an audience role and 
r esponds to the initiators as performers . 
... . Performance studies, then, allows for broader 
conceptions of the theatrical event just as it 
embraces a wide catalogue of pe rformance texts. 
Practitione rs do not r estr ict themselves to 
t raditional theatrical events bound by fixed 
tempora l/spatial settings and artistic purposes. 
Rather, they step ac ross the footlights onto a 
social stage and celeb rate the performative nature 
of human communi cation ("A Paradigm for 
Perfo r mance Stud i es, " Quarte r ly Journal of Speech, 
May 1987, p. 2 2 1). 
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This sums up rather well what Readers Theatre is all about. 
The r equirements are simply the literature, performers, and 
an audience who will join in the production either as active 
participants o r  in sympathetic sharing. 
Now, let us turn to the construction of the compiled 
scr ipt. According to Coger and White (Readers Theatre 
Handbook, Glenview, IL.: Scott Foresman and Company, 1967, 
p. 21), any material to be conside r ed should have the 
following qualities: evocative powe r, compel ling characters, 
action, enriched language, and wholeness. All of these 
qualities are important to the drama of the event. 
Firstly, the mater ial must have emotional power. It 
must create images, stir memories, release emotions. It 
must cause a subjective response in the audience. 
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The characters in the material must have qual ities that 
will appeal to the audience. They must speak with voices 
that can touch responsive chords. Identification is an 
i mportant source of apprec iation for an audience member .  
Next, it must have action. The literature must have a 
movement, a flow to it. There must be various levels in 
terms of pace, emotion, and voice. The l anguage must have 
similar qual ities in terms of variety, imagery, and 
emotional capabi lities. 
Lastly, a l l  the elements must contribute to the whole. 
Once the theme is established, each piece of l i terature must 
support that theme. The elements should form an entity that 
creates emotional r esponse, moves clearly from one point to 
another, and persuades the audience to accept the theme. 
Once the material has been selected, it must be adapted 
and this is dependent upon the mate r ial itself and external 
influences. These include the time limit of the 
performance, the available talent, the nature of the 
occasion and the audience, the physical characteristics of 
the theatre, and the overal l  mood to be established. I w i l l  
deal with each of these as they pertain to my own 
p roduction. 
The focus of the work on this project was the use of 
material pertaining to women . Obviously, this is an 
incredibly broad area, and it was necessary to narrow the 
subject a r ea. I began by making a decision r egarding the 
r esponse I wished to elicit from the audience, keeping in 
mind that I was directing the production primarily towards 
women. 
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It seemed that the best course was to c reate a work that 
would appeal to all women, regardless of their political 
stance on feminism. The material should be directed towards 
the common experiences of women, without having too much of 
the •I am woman, hear me roar• quality. By concentrating on 
those experiences of our lives that we can all r ecognize, I 
hoped to c r eate a sense of bonding, the feeling that we all 
have much in common and should shar e  a sense of community . 
The final piece should bring women together, evoking a 
feeling of comraderie. 
For the men in the audience, I hoped to c reate a 
certain amount of consciousness r aising . It is possible 
that some men will be surprised to hear women ' s  viewpoints 
on growing up and on physical changes. There are several 
topics in the sc ript that I am fai rly ce rtain that most 
women do not discuss with men, simply because it is unlikely 
that a man would understand what they were talking about. 
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Having determined the theme of the work, I began to 
form the structure of the script. I wanted to use material 
pertinent to all stages of a woman's life. On a secondary 
level, I also wanted to make mention of women who have 
dedicated themselves to bette ring the circumstances of all 
women. It occurred to me that it is almost impossible to 
look at our lives in terms of our own experiences 
exclusively. Our perception of ourselves as women is based 
also on the experiences of our mothers and other women in 
our lives, since what they have become influences how they 
interact with us. This in turn affects our perceptions of 
ourselves. We cannot fully understand the present without 
looking at the past. So this became the second level that I 
intended to develope. 
In terms of movement of the script, I finally settled 
on moving chronologically through a woman's life. The 
script was divided into nine sections: childhood and 
puberty, relationships with family, education, maturity, 
relationships with men, sex, mar r iage, child ren, and 
employment. Obviously, some ar eas had much more material to 
choose from then others. It became difficult to keep a 
balance between them, and much good material was l eft 
behind. It seemed best to look at each a r ea as a block and 
try to keep them fairly equal in size. I did not wish it to 
appear that one area had more weight than the others. 
However, in the final sc ript, var iations i n  size occur red 
due to cuts that were necessa ry to fit the time frame. 
For sources, I used prose, diar ies, poems, and plays. 
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I decided that most of the pieces should be i n  the fi rst 
person in order to help the speakers relate more di rectly to 
the audience. Fi rst person is the most persuasive voice for 
the audience and the clearest for the performer to present. 
The general rule of thumb is to select twice as much 
mater ial as you think you will need. The assumption is 
always made that some piece that sounds wonderful by i tself 
just w i l l  not fit into the work as a whole. In this case, I 
had more than enough mate r ial and very l ittle that could not 
have been used. 
It is always difficult to determine which pieces must be 
left out and much soul-searching was necessar y .  Choices 
were based on the length of the piece, the strength of the 
voice, and the var iety of language. Having several pieces 
on the same topic, it was a choice of which would serve the 
c r i te r ia best. It must be kept in mind that the final 
sc r ipt as wr itten w i l l  probably not be the exact script that 
w i ll be used. Mate r i a l  must be adapted to the time limits 
and the vocal qualities of the readers. As I had set two 
hours as the time limit for the production, I expected to 
have to do some more cutting after rehearsals begin. In 
terms of voices, it is possi b le that the •voice• of the 
piece wil l  not be suitable to the voice of the reader. 
Again, adjustments would be necessary. 
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The last step in completing the script was to assign 
the various roles. I decided to use a narrator to help 
t ransitions from one section to another and to provide 
historical information. In addition to the na r rator, there 
are six reader s .  I t  was my original intention t o  use ten 
readers. However ,  I began to see that six could probably 
handle the material well and not appear over-burdened with 
r eadings. Compiled scripts are flexible in this way. If 
someone else were to do a production of the script, they 
might very wel l  use eight or twelve readers. The 
assignments of roles were based on the readers themselves. 
The younger voices were given to the younger members of the 
cast, and the mature voices were given to the rest. Because 
I knew the vocal qualities of the r eaders, it was easy to 
assign specific readings, and they also tend to reflect the 
personal characteristics of the cast members. 
My expectations in terms of overall mood is that the 
audience wil l have experienced poignancy, humor, and an 
awareness of our commonality. They should leave with a 
feeling of emotional at tachment to the others of our sex. I 
hesitate to use the word •uplifting•, but I hope that 
quality wil l  be pr esent also. 
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RATIONALE OF PRODUCTION DECISIONS 
The production itself was a s i mple affa i r .  This was 
due to several considerations. During the summer term, the 
Theatre Department does not have staff available to assist 
with outside productions. Therefore, we were required to do 
all the necessar y  preparation ourselves. 
We used the Playroom i n  the Fine Arts bui lding, as it 
was a space that would be ava i lable for both rehearsals and 
performance. This style of theater is what is referred to 
as a "Black Box". There is a central playing area and 
seating on three sides. The walls and floor are painted 
black. Ordinar ily there are black curtains hung at the back 
of the playing area. These were not available for this 
performace because they had been hung in the main theater. 
The audience was seated i n  the section facing the playing 
area. 
It was or iginally intended for the readers to use the 
traditional stools and music stands. However, some of the 
older cast members found that they had back troubles by the 
end of the r ehearsal, so we used chairs instead. Ther e  were 
no other set pieces used in the production. 
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In terms of costume, the readers wore simple everyday 
clothes of pants and tops. There was a discussion regarding 
wearing dresses, but we agreed that the p roduction was meant 
to imply that women are not tied to traditional r oles. Also 
because of movement on the stools, I felt that dresses would 
not be practical. 
Theatrical tools were kept at a minimum. There were no 
props. The lighting was basic stage lighting with only one 
light change during the performance. No additional effects 
were used. I did make use of movement from the chairs when 
it seemed sensible in terms of the material. Some pieces 
were speeches given to various groups, and I felt it helped 
to have the speaker take a center stage position and address 
the audience directly. The readers were encouraged to add 
whatever movement they felt was appropriate to the piece in 
order to create more interest on the stage. 
The script was adjusted several times because of length 
considerations. I encouraged the readers to help make 
cutting decisions based on their own response to a piece. 
Only one piece was removed because the reader did not feel 
comfor table with it. Had it not been for time problems, I 
could have assigned the piece to another reader. Other cuts 
were made on the basis of their over-all contribution to the 
work. I do not feel that any of the pieces were missplaced. 
However, some pieces duplicated the intention of others, and 
these were removed. 
12 
It was our intention to make the production as simple 
as possible, both for the convenience of the readers as well 
as the necessi ties forced on us by lack of outside 
assistance. The production necessarily had to rely on the 
scr ipt and the readers for the impact and drama. As 
mentioned before, the audience was required to make use of 
its imagination to complete the work. 
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IN COMMON: 
VOICES OF THE COMMON WOMAN 
An Original Compiled Scr ipt 
by 
Zoanne Allen 
READER 1 
(THE COMMON WOMAN) 
I. Helen, at 9 am, at noon, at 5: 15 
Her ambition is to be more shiny 
and metallic, black and purple as 
a thief at midday: trying to make it 
in a male form, she's become as 
stiff as possible. 
Wearing trim suits and spike heels, 
she says nbustw instead of breast; 
somewhere underneath she 
misses love and trust, but she feels 
that spite and malice are the 
p rices of success. She doesnt realize 
yet, that she's missed success, also, 
so her smile is sometimes still 
genuine. After a while she'll be a real 
killer, bitter and more wily, better at 
pitting the men against each other 
and getting the other women fired. 
She constantly conspires. 
Her grief expresses itself in fits of fury 
over details, details take the place of meaning, 
money takes the place of life. 
She believes that people are lice 
who eat her, so she bites first; her 
thirst increases year by year and by the time 
the sheen has disappeared from her black hair, 
and tension makes her features unmistakably 
ugly, she ' ll go mad. No one in particular 
will care. As anyone who's had her for a boss 
will know 
the common woman is as common 
as the common c row. 
READER 6 
II. Ella, in a square apron, 
along Highway 80 
She's a copperheaded waitress, 
tired and sharp-worded, she hides 
her bad brown tooth behind a wicked 
smile, and flicks her ass 
out of habit, to fend off the pass 
that passes for affection. 
She keeps her mind the way men 
keep a knife--keen to strip the game 
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down to her size. She has a thin spine, 
swallows her eggs cold, and tells lies. 
She slaps a wet rag at the truck drivers 
if they should complain. She understands 
the necessity for pain, turns away 
the smaller tips, out of pride, and 
keeps a flask under the counter. Once, 
she shot a lover who misused her child.  
Before she got out of jail, the courts had pounced 
and given the child away. Like some isolated l ake, 
her flat blue eyes take care of their own stark 
bottoms. Her hands are nervous, curled, ready 
to scrape. 
The common woman is as common 
as a rattlesnake. 
READER 2 
III. Nadine, resting on her neighbor ' s  stoop 
She holds things together, collects bail, 
makes the landlord patch the largest holes. 
At the Sunday social she would spike 
every drink, and offer you half of what she knows, 
which is plenty . She pokes at the ruins of the city 
like an armored tank; but she thinks 
of herself as a ripsaw cutting through 
knots in wood. Her sentences come out 
like thick pine shanks 
and her big hands fill the air like smoke. 
She ' s  a mud-chinked cabin in the slums, 
sitting on the doorstep counting 
rats and raising 15 children, 
half of them her own. The neighborhood 
would burn itself out without her; 
one of these days she ' ll strike the spark herself. 
She ' s  made of grease 
and meta l, with a hard head 
that makes the men around her seem frail. 
The common woman is as common as 
a nail. 
READER 5 
VII. Vera, from my childhood 
Solemnly swearing, to swear as an oath to you 
who have somehow gotten to be a pale old woman; 
swearing, as if an oath could be wrapped around your 
shoulders 
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like a new coat: 
For your 28 dollars a week and the bastard boss 
you never let yourself hate; 
and the work, all the work you did at home 
where you never got paid; 
For your mouth that got thinner and thinner 
until it disappeared as if you had choked on it, 
watching the hard liquor break your fine husband down 
into a dead joke. 
For the strange mole, like a third eye 
r ight in the middle of your forehead; 
for your religion which insisted that people 
are beautiful golden birds and must be preserved; 
for your persistent nerve 
and plain white talk--
the common woman is as common 
as good bread 
as common as when you couldn't go on 
but did. 
For all the world we didn't know we held in common 
all along 
the common woman is as common as the best of bread 
and will r ise 
and will become strong--I swear it to you 
I swear it to you on my own head 
I swear it to you on my common 
woman's 
head 
NARRATOR 
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We are all common women, with common feelings, common 
experiences, common desires. And inside each of us is a 
touch of the uncommon which now and again flashes forth to 
astound, to awaken, to accomplish. We are all common frames 
with uncommon souls. 
READER 3 
(An Ancient Gesture) 
I thought, as I wiped my eyes on the corner of my apron: 
Penelope did this too. 
And more than once: you can't keep weaving all day 
And undoing it all through the night; 
Your arms get tired, and the back of your neck gets tight; 
And along towards morning, when you think it will never be 
light, 
And your husband has been gone, and you don't know where, 
for years, 
Suddenly you burst into tears; 
There is simply nothing else to do. 
1 7  
And I thought, as I wiped my eyes on the corner of my apron: 
This is an ancient gesture, authentic, antique, 
In the very best tr adition, cl assic, Greek; 
Ulysses did this too. 
But only as a gesture,--a gesture which implied 
To the assembled throng that he was much too moved to speak. 
He learned it from Penelope . . .  
Penelope, who r eally cried. 
(I LIKE TO THINK OF 
HARRIET TUBMAN) 
READER 5 
I like to think of Har r iet Tubman. 
Har r iet Tubman who car ried a revolver ,  
who had a scar on her head from a rock thrown 
by a slave-master (because she 
talked back) , and who 
had a ransom on her head 
of thousands of dollars and who 
was never caught, and who 
had no use for the law 
when the law was wrong, 
who defied the law. I like 
to think of her. 
I like to think of her especially 
when I think of the problem of 
feeding children . 
The legal answer 
to the problem of feeding children 
is ten free lunches every month, 
being equal, in the child's real life, 
to eating lunch every other day. 
Monday but not Tuesday. 
I like to think of the President 
eating lunch Monday, but not 
Tuesday. 
And when I think of the President 
and the law, and the problem of 
feeding children, I like to 
think of Har riet Tubman 
and her r evolver .  
And then sometimes 
I think of the President 
and other men, 
men who practise the law, 
who revere the law, 
who make the law, 
who enforce the law 
who live behind 
and operate through 
and feed themselves 
at the expense of 
starving children 
because of the law, 
men who sit in paneled offices 
and think about vacations 
and tell women 
whose care it is 
to feed children 
not to be hysterical 
not to be hysterical as in the word 
hysterikos, the greek for 
womb suffering, 
net to suffer in their 
wombs, 
not to care, 
not to bother the men 
because they want to think 
of other things 
and do not want 
to take the women seriously. 
I want them 
to take women seriously. 
I want them to think about Harriet Tubman, 
and remember, 
remember she was beat by a white man 
and she lived 
and she lived to redress her grievances, 
and she lived in swamps 
and wore the clothes of a man 
bringing hundreds of fugitives from 
slavery, and was never caught, 
and led an army, 
and won a battle, 
and defied the laws 
because the laws were wrong, I want men 
to take us seriously. 
I am tired, wanting them to think 
about right and wrong. 
I want them to feel fear now 
as I have felt suffering in the womb, and 
I want them 
to know 
that there is a lways a time 
there is always a time to make right 
what is wrong, 
there is always a time 
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for retribution 
and that time 
is beginning. 
NARRATOR 
19 
For American women, one of our first advocates to those in 
power was Abigail Adams. As the organization of the new 
country was being formed, she wrote to her husband, John. 
READER 4 
In the new code of laws . .. I desire you would remember the 
ladies and be more generous and favorable to them than your 
ancestors. Do not put such unlimited power into the hands 
of the husbands. Remember ,  all men would be tyrants if they 
could. If particular care and attention is not paid to the 
ladies, we are determined to foment a rebellion, and will 
not hold ourselves bound by any laws in which we have no 
voice or representation. 
NARRATOR 
our first experience with those in power comes early in life 
as we discover that all is not as it seems and those things 
we thought certain, are not so in the real world outside. 
READER 1 
Mid-Depression, when I turned five, my family moved to 
Baybury Heights, Ohio, one of Cleveland's coming 
brick-and-frame neighborhoods sprinkled with vacant lots and 
apple trees. My arms were just long enough to reach bottom 
branches and I quickly took to the t rees. But even then a 
carefree tomboy roaming free, I longed to be pretty. Every 
girl did. 
Once I started school I learned I would have to choose 
between hair ribbons and trees, and that If I chose trees 
I'd have to fight for them. The trees, like the hills, 
belonged to the boys. 
Though in my summer s  and on my str eet I had wandered 
freely, taking to the woods and the very tips of the trees, 
in my first weeks of first grade I learned to stay 
uncomplaining in my place on the steps or in the shadow of 
the school. I learned masculine and feminine. 
"Go on to the Mountain, girls, it's a gorgeous day, " 
Mrs. Hess would urge as we stood on the steps at r ecess 
t rading cards. Or, "Why don't you play some freeze tag: 
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You need to exercise. " But we knew better. We knew that 
going near the ball fields or behind the backstop or near to 
basket hoop or in among the fruit tr ees or ar ound the 
Mountain or near the skating pond were extremely dangerous 
expeditions, even if we went in a pack--for that was all 
boys' ter r itory, acknowledged by everyone. Despite Mrs. 
Hess ' s  prods and assurances, we knew that at any moment out 
there a pair or trio or more of boys might grow bored with 
their own game and descend on us with their bag of tricks. 
We knew better than to tell Mrs. Hess. The one time I 
ran crying to her with my dress r ipped after Bobby Bar had 
pulled me out of an apple tree, she hugged and comforted me 
with a double message: "I know, dear, those are rough boys. 
Why don't you play with the girls? " There was only one 
thing for a girl to do: stay in the shadow. Prudently I 
gave up football, trees, and walking to school unaccompanied 
for acceptable "girls' things, " until, before I was ten, 
like everyone else I unquestioningly accepted the boys' 
hatred of us as "normal . "  By the third grade, with every 
other girl in Baybury Heights, I came to realize that there 
was only one thing worth bothering about: becoming 
beautiful. 
READER 2 
The first event engraved on my memory was the birth of a 
sister when I was four years old. I heard so many friends 
remark, "What a pity it is she is a girl! " that I felt a 
kind of compassion for the little baby. True, our family 
consisted of five girls and only one boy, but I did not 
understand at the time that girls were conside red an 
inferior order of beings. 
READER 6 
However distracting the regimen of war, the overriding 
change in my life was the addition to my face of unsightly 
orthodontal braces in the late spring of 1942, coincident 
with the Battle of Midway. 
Until I donned my dental armor it had always been my 
mother's comforting word against everyone else's that I was 
pretty. Though I sat before my thr ee-way mirror by the hour 
studying myself, I couldn't figure out whether to believe my 
doting mother or the others. 
It seemed as impossible for me to know how I looked as 
it was important. Some people said I looked exactly like my 
mother ,  the most beautiful woman in the world; others said I 
resembled my father who, though very wise, was not 
particularly comely. 
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But once the grotesque braces were on, all my doubts 
disappeared. It became obvious that my mother's word, which 
she didn't alter to accommodate my new appearance, was pure 
prejudice. While to her,· busily imagining the future, the 
advent of my braces only made the eventual triumph of my 
beauty more certain--indeed, it was for the sake of my looks 
that they had been mounted at all--to me they discredited my 
mother's optimism. 
Sometimes at night, after a par ticularly har rowing day 
at school, after receiving some cutting insult o r  subtle 
slight, I would cry into my pillow over my plainness . My 
mother took my insults personally when I told her about 
them. "What do they know?" she would say, comforting me. 
"Why you're the pret tiest girl in your class. " And when I 
p rotested between sobs that no, I was awkward, skinny, and 
unloved, she would take me in her arms and promise me that 
someday when my braces were removed they would all envy me 
and be sorry. "You'll see, " she would say, stroking my 
luster less hair, her eye on some future image of me or some 
past one of herself. "Just you wait. " 
NARRATOR 
Puberty finds one facing the awful question of Beauty. All 
of one's girl friends know exactly what it consists of and 
who is lacking it. This is just another step on the road to 
insecurity. Beauty is the main thing; other qualities are 
unimpor tant. Later, of course, we r ealize that beauty and 
brains can go together very well. Hedy Lama r r ,  famous as an 
act r ess and a beauty, shared a patent for a secret torpedo 
control system. 
READER 4 
At this time, in 8 th grade, I found myself in a 
perfectly absurd situation, a very private one, which made 
me live, from month to month, in horror of discovery. I had 
waked up one morning, in my convent room, to find a few 
small spots of blood on my sheet; I had somehow scratched a 
t rifling cut on one of my legs and opened it during the 
night. It was best, I decided to ask the nun on dormitory 
duty, tall, stout Mother Slattery, for a clean bottom sheet, 
even though she might scold me for having scratched my leg 
in my sleep and order me to cut my toenails. You never know 
what you might be blamed for. But Mother Slattery, when she 
bustled in to look at the sheet, did not scold me at all; 
indeed, she hardly seemed to be listening as I explained to 
her about the cut. She told me to sit down: she would be 
back in a minute. "You can be excused from athletics 
today, " she added closing the door. As I waited, I 
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consi dered this remark, which seemed to me strangely 
munificent, in view of the unimportance of the cut. In a 
moment, she returned, but without the sheet. Instead, she 
produced out of her b ig pocket a sort of cloth g i rdle and a 
peculiar flannel object which I fi rst took to be a bandage, 
and I began to protest that I d id not need or want a 
bandage; all I needed was a bottom sheet. "The sheet can 
wait,": said Mother Slattery, succinctly, handing me two 
large safety pi ns. It was the pins that abruptly 
enlightened me; I saw Mother Slattery's m istake, even as she 
was instructing me as to how this flannel article, which I 
now understood to be a sanitary napkin, was to be put on. 
"Oh, no, Mother, " I said, feeling somewhat embarrassed. 
"You don ' t  understand. It's just a little cut, on my leg. " 
But Mother, again was not listening; she appeared to have 
grown deaf, as the nuns had a habit of doing when what you 
were saying did not fit in with their ideas. On the whole, 
it seemed better just to show her my cut. But when I 
offered to do so and unfastened my black stocking, she only 
glanced at my leg, cursorily. "That's only a scratch, 
dear, " she said. "Now hurry up and put this on or you'll be 
late for chapel. Have you any pain?" "No, no, Mother!" I 
cried. "You don't understand!" "Yes, yes, I understand, " 
she replied soothingly, "and you will too, a l ittle later. 
Mother Superior will tell you about it some time during the 
morning. There's noth ing to be afraid of. You have become 
a woman. " 
There was no use fighting the convent . I had to 
pretend to have become a woman. This pretense was decidedly 
awkward. For fear of being found out by the lay sisters 
downstairs in the laundry (no doubt an imaginary 
contingency, but the convent was so very thorough), I 
reopened the cut on my leg, so as to draw a little blood to 
stain the napk ins, which were issued me regularly, not only 
on this occasion, but every twenty-eight days thereafter. 
Eventually, I abandoned this bloodletting, for fear of 
lockjaw, and trusted to fate. Yet I was in awful dread of 
detection; my only hope, as I saw it, was e ither to be 
released from the convent or to become a woman i n  reali ty, 
which m i ght take a year, at least, since I was only twelve. 
Getting out of athletics once a month was not sufficient 
compensation for the farce I was going through. It was not 
my fault; they had forced me into it; nevertheless, it was I 
who would look silly--worse than silly; half mad--if the 
truth ever came to light. 
READER 3 
When on the brink of puberty I emerged from behind my 
braces with a radiant smile, long black eyelashes, and a 
pink glowing skin, my troubles were only beg inning. I 
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suppose I should have expected a hitch: in the fairy tales 
too there was usually a steep price to pay for a wish 
fulfilled . 
One day I got out of the bath bleeding down there, and 
from the nervous way my mother said it was "natural" after I 
screamed for her from the bathroom, I knew for sure I was a 
freak. 
"Stay calm, I'm going to explain the whole thing to 
you, " she said. "It's really nothing to get upset about, 
dear. " She smiled and patted my cheek as blood trickled 
down my rippleless thigh to my unshaven calf. 
I was way past being upset. I was so horrified by my 
sudden wound that I was detached, as though I were watching 
a mildly interesting movie of myself. 
"Sit down on the toilet and wait a minute while I go 
get something. And don't worry, darling." She sounded 
almost pleased as, leaving the room and closing the door 
behind her, she chuckled to herself, "Well, wel l ,  wel l . " 
Seated on the toilet, I looked down at myself. It was 
hard to see, not like my brother's .  The mysteries were 
inside--to keep us, I guessed, from seeing them . 
At last mother came back, carrying equipment. She 
locked the door behind her and shored me up with a smile. 
"Now," she began . "This is called a sanitary belt . "  She 
held it up. "It holds the sanitary napkin." Like a 
stewardess demonstrating the oxygen mask, she held them up, 
the long bandage dangling by its tail from her index finger 
and thumb.  Sterile. 
"Stand up, dear. Now, slip the belt around your waist. 
The tabs in the front and back. That's right. There. Now 
the napkin. It absorbs the flow. I' l l  keep them in here 
now, with the towels, so you'll know where to find them each 
month. Now let me explain. " 
My mother's textbook words droned on and curdled like 
sour milk. Every month? If it happened once a month for a 
lifetime, why had I never seen these bandages before? If it 
happened to everyone, why hadn't my best friend Jackie, who 
had large breasts, told me about it? Now I knew I was an 
anomaly. One of my breasts was larger than the other, like 
one of my feet . Some of girls had hair under their arms and 
between their legs, but not I. Instead of having hair down 
there I would have this awful bleeding. 
Finished and self-satisfied, my mother put her arm 
around me and kissed the tip of my nose. "My sweet Sasha, 
one night you go to sleep a little girl, and the next day 
you wake up a young woman. You'll be a lovely woman, 
Sasha." But I knew I was not a woman. I was a child, 
frightened, unable to comprehend what was happening. 
Nothing had been explained; everything had at least two 
meanings. I tried to pass as normal, but inside I knew I 
was a freak. 
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READER 2 
I was about six months younger than everyone else in my 
class, and so for about six months after it began, for six 
months after my friends had begun to develop (that was the 
word we used, develop), I was not particularly worried. I 
would sit in the bathtub and look down at my breasts and 
know that any day now, any second now, they would start 
growing like everyone else's. They didn't. 
I started with a 28 AA bra. I don't think they made 
them any smaller in those days, although I gather that now 
you can buy bras for five-year-olds that don't have any cups 
whatsoever in them; trainer bras they are called. My first 
brassiere came from Robinson's Department Store in Beverly 
Hills. I went there alone, shaking, positive they would 
look me over and smile and tell me to come back next year. 
An actual fitter took me into the dressing room and stood 
over me while I took off my blouse and tried the first one 
on. The little puffs stood out on my chest. •Lean over,• 
said the fitter. (To this day, I am not sure what fitters 
in bra departments do except to tell you to lean over.) I 
leaned over, with the fleeting hope that my breasts would 
miraculously fall out of my body and into the puffs. 
Nothing. 
•Don't worry about it,• said my friend Libby some 
months later, when things had not improved. •you'll get 
them after you're married.• 
"What are you talking about?• I said. 
•when you get married," Libby explained, "your husband 
will touch your breasts and rub them and kiss them and 
they'll grow.• 
That was the killer. Necking I could deal with. 
Intercourse I could deal with. But it had never crossed my 
mind that a man was going to touch my breasts, that breasts 
had something to do with all that, petting, my God, they 
never mentioned petting in my little sex manual about the 
fertilization of the ovum. I became dizzy. For I knew 
instantly--as naive as I had been only a moment before--that 
only part of what she was saying was true: the touching, 
rubbing, kissing part, not the growing part. And I knew 
that no one would ever want to marry me. I had no breasts. 
I would never have breasts. 
READER 6 
•no you want to marry my son?• the woman asked me. 
1Yes,• I said. 
I was nineteen years old, a virgin, going with this 
woman's son, this big strange woman who was married to a 
Lutheran minister in New Hampshire and pretended that she 
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was gentile and had this son, by her first husband, this 
total fool of a son who ran the hero-sandwich concession at 
Harvard Business School and whom for one moment one December 
in New Hampshire I said--as much out of politeness as 
anything else--that I wanted to marry. 
"Fine," she said, "Now, here's what you do. Always 
make sure you're on top of him so you won't seem so small. 
My bust is very large, you see, so I always lie on my back 
to make it look smaller, but you'll have to be on top most 
of the time. " 
I nodded. "Thank you," I said. 
" I  have a book for you to read," she went on. "Take it 
with you when you leave. Keep it. " She went to the 
bookshelf, found it, and gave it to me. It was a book on 
frigidity. 
"Thank you," I said. 
That is a true story. It happened on December 30, 
1960. I think about if often. When it first happened, I 
naturally assumed that the woman's son, my boyfriend, was 
responsible. I invented a scenario where he had had a 
little heart-to-heart with his mother and had confessed that 
his only objection to me was that my breasts were small; his 
mother then took it upon herself to help out. Now I think I 
was wrong about the incident. The mother was acting on her 
own, I think: that was her way of being cruel and 
competitive under the guise of being helpful and maternal. 
You have small breasts, she was saying; therefore you will 
never make him as happy as I have. Or you have small 
breasts; therefore you will doubtless have sexual problems. 
Or you have small breasts; therefore you are less woman than 
I am. 
And even now, now that I have been countlessly 
reassured that my figure is a good one, now that I am 
grown-up enough to understand that most of my feelings have 
very little to do with the reality of my shape, I am 
nonetheless obsessed by breasts. I cannot help it. I grew 
up in the terrible fifties--and I cannot shake it, cannot 
shake my feelings of inadequacy. 
After I went into therapy, a process that made it 
possible for me to tell total strangers at cocktail parties 
that breasts were the hang-up of my life, I was often told 
that I was insane to have been bothered by my condition. I 
was also frequently told, by close friends, that I was 
extremely boring on the subject. And my girl friends, the 
ones with nice big breasts, would go on endlessly about how 
their lives had been far more miserable than mine. Their 
bra straps were snapped in class. They couldn't sleep on 
their stomachs. They were stared at whenever the word 
"mountain• cropped up in geography. And Evangeline, good 
God what they went through every time someone had to stand 
up and recite the Prologue to Longfellow's Evangeline: 
" • . .  stand like druids of eld ... /With beards that rest on 
their bosoms." It was much worse for them, they tell me. 
They had a terrible time of it, they assure me. I don't 
know how lucky I was, they say. 
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I have thought about their remarks, tried to put myself 
in their place, considered their point of view. I think 
they are full of shit. 
NARRATOR 
Of course, the time of puberty brought not only questions 
about what was happening to the body, but also questions 
about ourselves in the great scheme of things. 
READER 4 
Why am I so lonely? Not long ago I strolled through 
the mashav one evening. It was a fabulous, starry night. 
Small lights glittered in the lanes, and in the middle of 
the wide road. sounds of music, songs, conversation, and 
laughter came from all around; and far, far in the distance 
I heard the barking of dogs. The houses seemed so distant; 
only the stars were near. 
Suddenly I was gripped by fear. Where is life leading 
me? Will I always go on alone in the night, looking at the 
sparkling stars, thinking they are close? Will I be unable 
to hear songs ... the songs and the laughter around me? Will 
I fail to turn off the lonely road in order to enter the 
little houses? What must I choose? The weak lights, 
filtering through the chinks in the houses, or the distant 
light of the stars? Worst of all, when I'm among the stars 
I long for the small lights, and when I find my way into one 
of the little houses my soul yearns for the heavenly bodies. 
I'm filled with discontent, hesitancy, insecurity, anxiety, 
lack of confidence. 
Sometimes I feel I am an emissary who has been 
entrusted with a mission. What this mission is--is not 
clear to me. (After all, everyone has a mission in life. ) 
I feel I have a duty towards others, as if I were obligated 
to them. At times this appears to be all sheer nonsense, 
and I wonder why all this particular effort .. . and why 
particularly me? 
READER 3 
.. . A passionate joy comes over me when I look into the 
distance; there, beyond the houses, the towns, the people, 
all is radiant, all is full of sunshine . • •  Then it dawns upon 
me that my life will be different from that of 
theirs . • .  bright, interesting ... 
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Then I see young girls, such as I shall become in three 
or four years' time. They live, like every one else from 
day to day, waiting for something. They live drab, dull 
lives . . •  Probably they too had visions of a bright, happy 
future, and gazed into the golden distance .. . But now ... where 
is that golden distance? Did they not reach it? Can one 
never reach it? Does it exist really, or only in our 
dreams? 
For, surely, I am not the only dreamer. Are they not 
dreamers too? Shall I live on as they do, following the 
pattern woven by routine on the canvas of life? Waiting for 
some one? 
There will be nothing ... No, no, not that! I am 
frightened. Give me my golden horizon. Let me live a full 
life, with all the strength of my soul. 
NARRATOR 
The years in the teens are full of many things besides 
reflection. In the 1700's, a young woman could have many 
things to hold her attention. Eliza Lucas Pinckney ran her 
father's three plantations near Charleston when she was 17. 
While her father served as royal governor of Antigua, Eliza 
began experimenting with different crops in hopes of finding 
a better export product than rice, Carolina's prime 
agricultural commodity. She developed a marketable seed for 
indigo, which soon became the second biggest export. 
Besides her work in agriculture, she managed daily to study 
some Plutarch and Virgil, to read French, and to practise 
shorthand. She was greatly respected in her lifetime for 
her accomplishments. All well and good for 250 years ago. 
The young women of today have different concerns to attend 
to. 
READER 2 (JOANNE) 
Where you all going after the game? 
READER 4 (MARY) 
That's according to whether we win or lose. If we lose, 
I'll probably go home. If we win, Jim will want to go 
parking. 
READER 2 
I hope we win. If we don't win I'll just scream. 
READER 3 (KATHY) 
Why don ' t  we all come over to my house after the game? 
READER 4 
Does your mother care? 
READER 3 
Her and Daddy are supposed to go down to the lake for the 
weekend. 
READER 4 
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My mother would faint i f  she knew we were having a party and 
your parents weren ' t  there. 
READER 2 
Ted won't want to come over if we don't win t h i s  game. 
READER 3 
If we win, then we'll come to my house with the guys. If we 
lose, the guys can go home and you a l l  can come over for a 
slumber par ty. 
READER 4 
I can't stay over. My mother says unt i l  my grades come up I 
have to stay home. She can't understand that I don't have 
t ime to car e  about grades. 
READER 2 
You have to care. We'll never get into college if our 
grades are bad. Have you mailed your application? 
READER 4 
No. Have you? 
READER 2 
No. 
READER 3 
We should all  mail them at the same t ime. Let's all meet at 
the post office and mai l  them at the same t ime. 
READER 2 
Maybe then we'll all get accepted at the same time. I ' d  
faint if you two got accepted and I didn't. 
READER 3 
We also have to get our dorm reser vations in. If we all 
want in the same dorm, we have to get it in. 
READER 4 
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My mother says we have to stay i n  Holman Hall. That ' s  whe re 
she stayed and it's the best. 
READER 2 
Can we get a room for three? 
READER 3 
Oh, I hope so . 
READER 2 
If not, you two can live together and I'll live alone. I 
don't mind. 
READER 4 
We'll t r y  to get a room for three. 
READER 2 
I don't m i nd. I don't mind being alone. I ' ll p robably go 
insane, but I don't mind. 
READER 4 
Well, let ' s  wait and see. Maybe we can get adjoining rooms. 
READER 3 
Has Jim sent in his application? 
READER 4 
It all depends on him getting a football scholarship. 
READER 2 
What will we do if Gary, Jim and Ted don't go? 
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READER 3 
They a l l  want football scholarships. 
READER 2 
I don't know what to do. If Ted goes somewhere else, I ' l l 
never see him again. I have to go where he goes. 
READER 4 
They a l l  want to go to the same place we do. 
READER 2 
They just have to. I can't stand the idea of a new school 
with new people. What if they all  hate us? What if we're 
not popular? 
READER 3 
I can't imagine not being popular. 
READER 2 
What if a l l  the popular girls from a l l  the high schools go 
to our col lege? Then who ' s  going to be most popular? 
READER 4 
She's r ight. What if we don't get in the same sor ority? 
What if we ' re nothing? 
READER 3 
It's different with boys. If they play footba l l ,  they ' re 
immediately in. We've got to start over. 
It makes me 
school end. 
p retty, and 
have. 
READER 2 
not want to go at all. I can't bear to see high 
I ' l l just bet the gir ls at col lege all  are 
all have cars, and all have the same idea we 
READER 3 
Wel l, we ' l l just stick together. I won't pledge if you 
can ' t. There ' s  safety in numbers. We've got to have a 
plan. Oh, there ' s  so much to think about. Boyfriends . 
Sororities. I don't think there's a chance in the wor ld 
we'll a l l  get to be cheer leaders there . 
READER 2 
Oh, I hope you a r e .  
READER 4 
You should be.  You ' re head cheerleader here. surely 
they ' ll realize that . 
READER 3 
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Sometimes when I think of l i f e  without cheerleading, I can ' t  
imagine what I ' d  do.  I ' ve been head cheerleader from 
elementary school unt il now. 
READER 2 
You ' re the bes t .  
READER 3 
All I ' ve wanted to do is be a cheerleader . 
READER 4 
And you have been. 
READER 2 
Wel l ,  I don ' t  know what I want to d o .  Where i t  says on the 
applicat ion, •course of study at the unive rsity , •  I just had 
to leave i t  blank . I don ' t  want to study history or English 
or math. If I ever have to see another fraction, I ' l l just 
spi t .  
READER 4 
I think I want to study psychology. 
READER 2 
Oh, that ' s  so hard. 
READER 4 
I ' d like to know what makes people t i ck . 
READER 2 
Ob , so har d .  There ' s  just nothing I want to study. I want 
to go to colleg e ,  but I sure don ' t  care to learn anything. 
READER 3 
I guess I ' ll st ick with P . E .  I guess I can teach P . E .  
READER 2 
3 2  
Teach? Ugh l I don ' t  want t o  teach. I just couldn ' t  take 
i t .  
READER 3 
Wel l ,  i t ' s  not l i ke teaching anything else . All you have to 
do is play game s .  I al ready know t h e  games . 
READER 2 
Well ,  you make me feel awful . You both know what you ' re 
doing . I haven ' t  a clue . Nothing w i l l  be any fun after we 
graduate . 
READER 4 
Stop thinking on the dark side . I think college will be a 
bla s t .  
READER 2 
I wish I knew for sure . I ' ll probably lose Ted, not be 
l iked and end up with a degree in nothing. 
NARRATOR 
At this time o f  our l ives, it is not ·unusual to form 
relat ionships with other women . We also begin to see other 
women as f r iend or foe . 
READER 5 
As hunting takes place in the open a i r  �nd i s  ever so 
Engl ish and ever so traditional, the word bitch can be 
f r equently employed without offence , and indeed i s  a rare 
pleasure for a lady to be able to look fearlessly into the 
eyes of another lady, even though she be on four legs , and 
say loudly and clearly, •sitch t •  
3 3  
NARRATOR 
Naturally, relat ionships with other women can be more 
bene f i cial to the parties involved. F i fteen year old 
Luc retia Mott was astounded to learn that the men teachers 
in her boarding ' school weie paid twice as much as the women 
teache r s .  (That was i n  1 8 0 8  • • •  some things never change . )  
Lucretia responded · by becoming a feminist and later joined 
with E l i zabeth Cady· stanton to form the Seneca Falls 
Convention in 1848 , marking the official beginning of the 
women ' s  r ights movement in Ame r ica . Family relat ionships 
can also fall into the category of • tor better or for 
wor s e • . Mother s ,  fathers , s i sters , all play a part in what 
we become . · 
READER 1 
When our f i rst child, Beverly, was born, we were able to get 
an apartment in my mother ' s  building . This was the 
beginning of conflict with my mother which has continued 
over the years .  We never openly quarreled, but I sensed her 
disappointment in how I managed my house and my fami ly. My 
mother equated good housekeeping with virtue.  She could not 
understand my negative atti tude toward housekeeping. I did 
it because I had to . Unlike most o f  the other women I knew, 
I der ived no pleasure or satisfaction from i t .  
My mother ' s  theory was , • F i rst finish all your 
household chores . Then read . •  But to me the task of 
cleaning was eterna l .  Whenever I fin ished, it would be t i me 
to begin all over again and so I interspersed my cleaning 
and cooking and laundry with my reading. Housework to me 
was l i k e  the mythological rock of S isyphus .  I would push it 
away, but it would only roll back again. Endlessly. 
My mother felt it her duty to help me with my wor k .  
She would come into my house , see the dishes i n  the sink , 
and wash them before even taking her coat off . Before I was 
awake , she would knock at my doo r ,  eager to do my laundry or 
shop for me . I resented her help because i t  only served to 
del ineate my shortcomings . But I could not hurt her 
feelings by telling her to let me manage alone . 
I f  we had not l ived so close, my mothe r ' s  d isapproval 
would not have mattered. But she was always on hand to 
point out my faults , a lways under the guise of • for your own 
good . •  Not until I began to write would I over come the 
sense o f  inadequacy my mother inst i l led in me . 
READER 6 
( The courage that my mother had) 
The courage that my mother had 
Went with her , and is with her s t i l l :  
Rock from New England quarr ied; 
Now granite in a granite h i l l .  
The golden brooch my mother wore 
She left behind for me to wea r ;  
I have no thing I treasure mor e :  
Yet , it i s  something I could spar e .  
Oh , if instead she ' d  left to me 
The thing she took into the grave l -­
That courage like a roc k ,  which she 
Has no more . need o f ,  and I have . 
READER 4 
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My mother was a wit , but never a sentimental one . Once , 
when somebody in our house stepped on our cat ' s  paw, she 
turned to the cat and said sternly, • 1  told you not to go 
around barefoot 1 •  
READER 5 
I have always told myself that I was drunk on the 
opening night of The Children ' s  Hour because I had begun to 
dr ink two nights before. I had gone to have dinner with my 
mother and fathe r ,  who had not read the play, had not seen 
the rehearsa l s ,  had asked no questions, but , obv iously, had 
talked to each other when they were alone . Both of them 
were proud of. me , but in my family you didn ' t  show such 
things , and both of them, I thin k ,  were f r i ghtened for me in 
a world they didn ' t  know. 
In any case , my mother , who frequently made sentences 
that had nothing to do with what went befor e ,  s a i d ,  in 
space, •wel l ,  all I know is that you were considered the 
sweetest-sme lling baby in New Orleans . •  
She had, through my l i f e ,  told me this several times 
before , describing how two strange ladies had paused in 
front of our house to stare at me in the baby carr iage and 
then to lean down and sniff me. One of them had said, 
•That ' s  the sweetest-sme l l i ng baby in town . •  The other had 
s a i d ,  • rn all New Orleans , •  and when my mother told our 
neighbor about her pleasure in this exchange, the neighbor 
had said of course it was true, famously true, I always 
smelled fresh as a flower . I didn ' t  know that my mother had 
never until that night told my father o r ,  if she had, he was 
less nervous than he was two nights before the opening. 
Now, when she repeated i t ,  he said, •who was the 
sweetest-smelling baby in New Orleans?T"9 
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•Lillian , •  said mother . 
• L i l l ian? L i l l ian? said my father . • 1  was the 
sweetest-sme lling baby in New Orleans and you got that 
information from my mother and sisters and have stolen i t . •  
• stolen it? said my shocked mothe r .  • 1  never stole 
anything in my life and you know i t .  Lillian was the 
sweetest-sme ll ing baby in New Orleans and l can prove i t . •  
• 1 t ' s  disgraceful , •  said my father , •what you are 
doing . You have taken what people said about me, always 
said about me , and given it to your own child .1 1Your child, too , •  said my mother . 
•That ' s  no reason for lying and stealing , •  said my 
father .  • 1  must ask you now to take it back and not to 
repeat it aga i n . • 
My mother was a gentle woman and would do almost 
anything to avoid a f i ght , but now she was aroused as l had 
never before seen her . 
• 1  will take nothing bac k .  You are depriving your own 
child of her r ightful honor and I think i t  disgraceful . •  
My father rose from the table. • 1  will telephone Jenny 
and prove it to you , •  he said.  
Be was giving the phone operator the number of his 
siste r s ' house in New Orleans when my mother ye lled, •Jenny 
and Hannah will say anything you tell them t o .  I won ' t  have 
it . L i l lian was the sweetest-sme lling baby in New Orleans 
and that ' s  that . •  She began to cry. 
I s a i d ,  • 1  think maybe you ' re both crazy . • I went to 
the s ideboard and poured myself a large stra ight whiskey. 
My father ,  holding the phone, said to me , • sweet-smelling, 
are you? You ' ve been dr inking too much for yea r s . •  
•Don ' t  pay him any mind, baby , •  said my mothe r ,  • any 
man who would deny h i s  own child . •  
l left before my father spoke to h i s  s isters and only 
found out months later that al though my mother and father 
came to the opening night togethe r ,  and both of them k i ssed 
me , they didn ' t  speak to each other for several days. 
READER 6 (VOICE OF INTERVIEWER) 
Tell us about Clai r e .  
READER 2 ( AGNES ) 
What? 
READER 6 
Your s ister . 
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READER 2 
Oh, Claire • • •  
READER 6 
Yes . 
READER 2 
Clai re is my sister . 
READER 6 
Yes . 
READER 2 
We were very clos e .  our whole family. And then 
Claire • • •  there was a boy • • •  well ,  she left us • • •  just l i k e  
tha t .  She was a lot l i k e  Mama . They would f i ght and yell 
and throw things at . each other • • •  they got along very well . 
Claire was so beautiful . I would hide in my room. I got so 
f r ightened when they fought, but • • •  I don ' t  know • • •  suddenly 
the fight would be over and Mama would throw open her arms 
and curse the day she bore children and Claire would laugh 
and then Mama would laugh and hug her close • • •  and then a l l  
o f  u s ,  w e  would laugh • • •  ! can still hear us • • •  But she l e f t .  
And we never heard from her . Almost a year . The longest 
year I can remember .  Mama waited and waited, but she never 
wrote or came back to v i s i t  • • •  nothing. And then one 
morning, we received a phone call from a man in Louisiana . 
There was an accident • • •  something . And Claire was dead. 
They said at f i rst they thought she was going to be a l l  
r ight , but she was hemorrhaging and • • •  This i s  very hard to 
remember .  
READER 6 
But these letters · from Cla i r e .  
READER 2 
Yes . You see , it was after Claire died that Mama started to 
get sick . All of a sudden, she was ' old . '  And she i sn ' t ,  
you know. But she just seemed to give up . I couldn ' t  br ing 
her out of i t .  Claire could have. But I couldn ' t .  We lost 
the farm, the house , everything. One thing led to another . 
The letters • • •  uh • • •  I t  was after one of the last operations. 
Mama came home from the hospital and she seemed very happy. 
She was much stronger than eve r .  She laughed and joked and 
made fun of me , just l i k e  she used to • • •  and then she told me 
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she had written a letter wh i l e  she was in the hospital • • •  to 
Claire • • •  and she said she was very nice to her and she 
forgave her for not w r i ting and keeping in touch and she 
asked her to come home to v i s i t  and to br ing her 
children • • •  Claire had been dead a long time the n .  I d idn ' t  
know what to do.  I t r ied to tell her • • •  I t r ied • • •  but she 
wouldn ' t  listen • • •  And, of course , no letter came . No reply . 
And Mama asked every day for the ma i l .  Every day I had to 
tell her no , the r e  wasn ' t  any . Every day. I kept hoping 
she would forge t ,  but she d i dn ' t .  And when there wasn ' t  any 
letter for a long time , she started to get worse . She 
wouldn ' t  talk and when she did she accused me of being 
jealous and hiding the letters and sometimes • • •  ! didn ' t  know 
what to do • • •  so • • •  
READER 6 
What happens when Claire doesn ' t  show up? 
READER 2 
Oh, but I don ' t  think that will happen. I mean, 
Mama • • •  wel l ,  she won ' t  • • •  I mean, even if • • •  
READER 6 
You mean she ' l l probably die before she even finds out.  
READER 2 
Yes . The pain i s  much wors e .  This medicine you ' ve given 
her • • •  it doesn ' t  help . 
READER 6 
Yes , we know. I t  may be necessary to move her up to the 
hospital again. 
READER 2 
But you said before • • •  
READER 6 
I ' m  sorry. 
READER 2 
No, you ' re not sorry. You don ' t  know anything about sorry. 
You put her in some room . You do one more operation. You 
wrap her up in your machine . You scr ibble on her cha r t .  
And then you g o  away . You don ' t  know about sorry. 
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READER 6 
We had thought that i t  would n ' t  90 on this long, but there ' s  
nothing we can do about i t .  
READER 2 
But I don ' t  want i t  to go on. You promised • • •  it can ' t !  
Even when she1s asleep now, she has dreams . I can tell . I 
hear them. You keep saying, a few days. But it ' s  weeks and 
months • • •  all winter and now spring • • •  
She has a strong wi l l .  
Oh yes . I know tha t .  
READER 6 
READER 2 
READER 6 
Sometimes that ' s  enough to keep a very s i ck person a l ive for 
a long time . 
READER 2 
But why? Why? When i t  hurts so bad? Why does she want to 
keep going like this? Why? 
READER 6 
She ' s  waiting for Cla i r e .  
READER 2 
( Stunned . )  
What • • •  ? What d i d  you say? 
READER 6 
I t ' s  what we call ' making a bargain . •  She ' s  made up her 
mind that she ' s  not going to die unt i l  Cla i re arr ive s .  
( Denying i t . ) 
Oh, no • • •  no • • •  
READER 2 
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RBADER 6 
• • •  it might eas i ly be the reason. Now that you ' ve explained 
about the lette r s . 
READER 2 
• • •  no • • •  i t  isn ' t  true • • •  i t  i sn ' t  • • •  
READER 6 
Perhaps it isn ' t  • • •  
READER 2 
I t  i sn ' t  wrong to hope • • •  
READER 6 
Agnes • • •  ? 
READER 2 
• • •  no • • •  she can ' t  • • •  she can ' t  do that 
• • •  
she can ' t l l l  
READER 4 ( PEARL) 
No matter what you say, Jewel • • •  I care • • •  I care about doing 
things r ight • • •  That has always been the d i fference between 
you and me , me and Buddy, me and everybody else . I car e .  
For instance, Buddy used to complain a l l  the time • • •  he 
couldn ' t  understand why I could spend five hours cleaning 
the bathroom, why I would scrub every t i l e  until it 
sparkled • • •  he couldn ' t  understand tha t .  
READER 3 ( JEWEL) 
I ' m  with him. 
READER 4 
He used to say he felt guilty about using the 
bathroom • • •  that I had taken away i t ' s  function and turned it 
into a showplace . 
READER 3 
You ' l l have to adm i t ,  Pear l ,  that you a r e  a fanatic when it 
comes to the bathroom. . 
. 
' 
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READER 4 
I am not • • •  I don ' t  care i f  someone messes it up as long as 
they understand that I will a lways feel the u r ge to clean it 
after they fin ish •
. 
I t ' s  no reflection on them. It appl ies 
to everyone. 
READER 3 
I t  i s ,  however ,  a bit off-putting that you stand outside the 
door with your sponge and Ajax in hand wai t ing for people to 
f inish . Always asking, • when will you be through?• 
READER 4 
I can ' t  l ive in a dirty house . 
READER 3 
Nobody ' s  every been in your house. When people r ing the 
front doorbe l l ,  you always holler for them to come around 
here to the bac k .  
READER 4 
I don ' t  want people tracking dirt into the l i v ing room. 
READER 3 
Has anyone ever been i n  the l i ving room? I can ' t  remember a 
time when guests haven ' t  been •off limits• in there . 
READER 4 
Do you know how many years I ' ve worked to get that room just 
r i ght • • •  how long i t ' s  taken to reach perfection? 
READER 3 
No • • •  I don ' t  know • • •  all I do know i s  that you might as well 
put some velvet ropes across the doorways • • •  you ' ve turned i t  
into a museum. Why have a living room, i f  not t o  live in 
i t ?  
READER 4 
Doing that l iving room was the highpoint o f  my l i f e  • • •  you 
don ' t  understand that, Buddy never could . I always wanted a 
pink velvet sofa, so I saved and saved and f inally I got i t .  
I t  took all my mar r ied years to get that and the end tables 
and the swag lamps . Buddy used to say, •why don ' t  you just 
get something else for that room?• And I would always say, 
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• t 1 d  rather do without than .have _ crap . •  I t  applies to 
everything . I t ' s  my phi losophy of l i f e .  Finally, Buddy 
said, •would you rather do without me? •  And I said, • r  
guess s o ,  Buddy because you are crap . •  I didn ' t  want a bad 
mar r iage anymore than I want bad furniture . 
READER 3 
Lor d ,  he was a good looking man. Football he r o .  He ' d  dr ive 
that convertible of h is up and down the street and the two 
of us would just die • • •  collapse in ecstasy. He had that 
sort of attraction a man has when he comes from a broken 
home • • •  from the wrong side of the track s .  Like a Marlon 
Brando or a James Dean. Sort of tough and trashy. You ' ll 
have to admit that Buddy was one damn good looking punk . 
READER 4 
Yeah, wel l ,  I certainly did marry him for his look s .  I 
picked out my crystal ,  my s i lver and my husband all at the 
same t i me .  But, you know, tastes change . What ' s  attractive 
to a seventeen year old g i r l  • • •  torn T-sh i r ts and dirty 
jeans • • •  begins to turn off a thirty-five year old woman. 
READER 3 
Ther e ' s  all the time in the wor ld, Pear l ,  to get over i t .  
READER 4 
All the time in the world? What does that mean? 
READER 3 
You ' ve got your whole l i fe ahead of you . 
READER 4 
I ' l l have my whole life ahead of me when I ' m  eighty. 
READER 3 
I guess you ' re r ight . 
READER 4 
Maybe I ' ve got my whole life behind me . I never wanted a 
caree r .  You d i d .  - I only wanted Buddy. So d id you. I got 
him. You didn ' t .  Or did you? I lost him. Where am I now? 
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READER 3 
I guess Buddy was the only man either one of us ever loved. 
But I ' m  glad you got him. 
READER 4 
Oh , I wish you had . Things might be different today. or i t  
might have been dif ferent with Buddy if I ' d  taken time off 
from cleaning and decorating to have a child or something. 
But childbearing just seemed sort of messy. And now, you ' re 
moving off and I ' m  just sort of stuck here in my museum. 
I t ' l l be a lonely old life and I ' ll miss you. Miss you 
dropping by· for coffee on your way to work • • •  miss showing 
you my new recipe or dress pattern. Who will I show things 
to? 
READER 3 
Pear l ,  honey, why don ' t  you get out now and then? Have some 
fun? Go on a date? 
READER 4 
A what? 
READER 3 
A date • • •  you know, dates? With men? G i r l ,  you ' ve got a 
good set up her e .  Any man would consider you a prime target 
for mar r iage. 
READER 4 
Oh, Lord, I sure don ' t  want another man. I t ' s  not so nice 
to have a man around my house . 
READER 3 
Oh, but I ' ll bet you get you one . Someday soon some good 
looking son of a gun is going to come along, fall head over 
heels for you • • •  
READER 4 
And mess up my l i ving room. I don ' t  want i t  messed u p .  
READER 3 
Are you scared to take a second chance? 
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READER 4 
Do I have to remind you that I have been married? That 
you ' re the one who never t ied the knot? Talk about afraid. 
What are you scared of? 
READER 3 
Wel l ,  it ' s  certainly not of getting my liv ing room dirty.  I 
don ' t  care what people do on my sofa. 
READER 4 
We a r e  so d ifferen t .  
READER 3 
Isn ' t  that the truth.  
READER 4 
Were we ever al ike? 
READER 3 
Well ,  you copied me . When I went out for Baton Twirler in 
high school , so did you . We both had those felt skirts with 
poodles on them. Of course mine was blue and yours was 
pink . 
READER 4 
Yeah, well ,  I ' ve always been stuck on pink . 
READER 3 
With me left handed and you right • • •  me tall and you 
short • • •  I guess we never really were alike, but we l i k e  each 
other and Lord knows we ' ve had plenty of good times 
together .  
READER 4 
Especially when we were young. You were always getting me 
into trouble and Mama was always threatening to send us both 
off to an orphanage .  
READER 3 
We weren ' t  at a l l  what Mama intended • • •  two gems, a Jewel and 
a Pea r l .  
READER 4 
I f  Mama could see us now • • •  two b i g ,  old, g rown-up g i r l s .  
READER 3 
She s t i l l  wouldn ' t  like us much. She used to say, • r  see 
more of the ir daddy in those two everyday. It makes me 
s i ck . •  
READER 4 
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Remember when Mama hung that sign i n  front of the house, 
•seware l There ' s  one ·word that will make this dog attack . •  
And she never would tell anybody what the word was . 
READER 3 
Strangers wouldn ' t  open the ir mouths for fear they ' d  be 
r ipped apart . 
READER 4 
And we didn ' t  even have a dog ! Oh, Jewe l ,  I ' ll never forget 
when we were about s ixteen and you were out parking with 
Chester Herrod • • •  parking down there in the cemetery. Buddy 
and I cl imbed up i n  a tree,  shook a l l  the branches, went 
•woooooo , •  and scared the two of you to death. Whatever 
made you two park in the cemetery? 
READER 3 
Well ,  what were you doing there? 
READER 4 
Parking, too . That was some crazy idea o f  fun. 
READER 3 
And we ' d  take the bus up to Dallas to the State Pai r  • • •  go to 
the midway, r ide the r ides, eat ourselves s i l ly on cotton 
candy �nd corny dog$. You and me and cousin Gladys. 
READER 4 
Poor Gladys • • •  to this day they ' ve never found out what made 
her dr ive over the s i de of that b r idge . She never drank . 
Never drove fas t .  I guess she just lost control and went 
o f f .  I don ' t  think she meant to . She just for a second, 
lost control • • •  went off and there was no coming back . 
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READER 3 
They never found her . I guess she floated out of the c a r ,  
down the r iver and out into the Gulf of Mexico. 
READER 4 
Broke her daddy ' s  hear t .  After Gladys left him he just went 
out into the garage , turned on the table saw, ran it across 
h i s  neck • • •  chopped his head off . 
READER 3 
Nothing like that ever happened in this town before or 
s i nce . 
READER 4 
Nope . That was the most exci tement we ever had growing up . 
READER 3 
Yep. Those sure were the good old days . 
NARRATOR 
Education i s  a very important part of a woman ' s  life and 
perhaps i t  is a good idea to pause a moment and reflect on 
those ladies who made i t  possible for us to take part in all 
that education has to offer . At the turn of the nineteenth 
century, Emma Hart Willard appl ied for permission to take 
the state teacher ' s  examination in Vermont . She had been 
teaching g i r ls in private academies for years , and was 
understandably upset to be refused the opportunity because 
she was a woma n .  Taking matters into her own hands t o  train 
young women for teaching, she opened a seminary which taught 
such •male• subjects as algebra, t r igonometry, history and 
geography. Emma created her own teaching methods and wrote 
her own textboo k s .  She t r ied t o  r a i s e  public support and 
funds for her seminary, but was met with the response, •They 
will be educating cows next . •  Eventually, she moved to 
Troy, New Yor k ,  received financial support from the c i ty and 
opened the Troy Pemale Seminary, the f i rs t  institution in 
the United States to offer a high school education to girls . 
Martha Thomas , president of Bryn Mawr College for 28 yea r s ,  
was another who spent her l i fe working t o  improve education 
for women . She pursued a Ph . D  at the Unive r s i ty of Zur ich 
because no graduate school in the United States would admit 
a woman .  Martha graduated summa cum laude . Dur ing her 
leadership of Bryn Mawr , she advocated a r igorous academic 
curr iculum for her students which allowed no free electives 
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or vocational training . Despite the vigorous work of women 
l ik e  the s e ,  it is only recently that women have been 
expected to receive and actively seek an educat ion. 
READER 6 
(To the countess of Bute , Lady Montagu ' s  Daughter . )  
[ On Her Granddaughter ] Jan. 2 8 ,  N . s .  ( 1 7 5 3 )  
Dear Child, --You have given me a great deal of 
satisfaction by your account of your eldest daughter . I am 
par t i cularly pleased to hear she i s  a good ar ithmetician; it 
i s  the best proof of understand ing : the knowledge of numbe rs 
is one of the chief d ist inctions between us and the brutes . 
I f  there i s  anything in blood, you may reasonably expect 
your children should be endowed with an uncommon share of 
good sense . 
·r will therefore speak to you as supposing Lady Mary 
not only capab le, but desirous of learning: in that case by 
all means let her be indulged in i t .  You will tell me I did 
not make it a part of your education: your prospect was very 
dif ferent from he r s .  As you had no defect e i ther in mind or 
person to hinder, and much in your circumstances to attract 
the highest offers , it seemed your business to learn how to 
l ive in the wor l d ,  as it is hers to know how to be easy but 
of i t .  Learning, i f  she has a real taste for i t ,  will not 
only make her contented, but happy in i t .  No enterta inment 
i s  so cheap as reading, nor any pleasure so lasting. She 
will not want new fashions, nor regret the loss of expensive 
diversions, or variety of company, if she can be amused with 
an author in her closet .  To render this amusement 
extens ive, she should be permitted to learn the languages . 
I have heard i t  lamented that boys lose so many years in 
mere learning of wor ds : this is no objection to a g i r l ,  
whose t i me i s  not so precious: she cannot advance herself in 
any profession, and has therefore more hours to spar e :  and 
as you say her memory is good , she will be very agreeably 
employed this way. 
The caution to be g iven her ( and which is most 
absolutely necessary) is to conceal whatever learning she 
attains, with as much solici tude as she would hide 
crookedness or lameness ; the parade of it can only serve to 
.draw on her the envy, and consequently the most inveterate 
hatr e d ,  of all he and she fools ,  which will certainly be at 
least three parts in four of all her acquaintanc e .  
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READER 1 
I want to tell you how I spend my time , so that you can 
think of me , and know each hour of the day what I am doing . 
I r ise at five o ' cloc k ,  and am busy until s i x  taking care of 
my room and my person. At s i x  we go to breakfast ,  which, 
with my family worship, lasts until seven. Then I go and 
recite Latin until e i ght ; from e i ght to nine recite Gree k :  
from nine t i l l  ten , study algebra: from ten t i l l  eleven, 
hear a class recite ar ithmet i c ;  from eleven to twelve, 
rec i te algebra ; from twelve to one , dinne r ,  and an exercise 
in the s i t t ing room which all the ladies are required to 
attend . Prom one to two, hear a class recite ar ithme t i c ;  
from two t o  five , I study: five to s i x  we have prayers in 
the chape l ,  and then supper . We study in the evening . 
These are the du t i es of every day except Monday, which is 
washing day. In the afternoon of Monday, from three to 
fou r ,  I attend compos it ion clas s .  I n  addition t o  what i s  
done dur ing the other days, w e  have , every Tuesday, t o  g o  to 
the Music Hall and hear a lecture from some one of the 
Ladies ' Board of Managers--th is from three to four o ' clock . 
READER 4 ( MARY) 
Graduation • • •  at las t .  
READER 2 ( JOANN E )  
Then my wedding • • •  a t  last . Have you two ordered the 
dresses? 
READER 4 
Is this meeting over? 
READER 2 
You haven ' t  ordered the dresses? 
READER 3 ( KATHY ) 
Oh , we s t i l l  have to do tha t .  
READER 2 
You two had better get those br idesma i d  dresses . Bow can 
you put that off? The biggest event of my l if e ,  and you 
can ' t  find the time? 
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READER 4 
Frankly, Joanne, I don ' t  care much for the color . 
READER 2 
H�w can you say that? 
READER 4 
When you said your colors were green and white , I pictured 
something l i ke avocado • • •  not l ime green. 
READER 3 
Why did you ever choose those colors? The sorority colors 
are blue and baby blue. 
READER 4 
And the unive r s i ty colors are blue and red . 
READER 3 
And the h igh school colors were blue and gol d .  
READER 4 
I t  only makes sense to have blue. 
READER 2 
Green i s  better for weddings . I mean, you can serve a l l  
sorts o f  green thing� • • •  cucumber sandwiches, green salad , 
g reen grapes . I t  makes i t  easier for teas and showers . You 
can make a punch for the reception out of ginger ale and 
l ime sherbe t .  There ' s  no such thing as blue sherbet . 
READER 4 
I guess blue food is a turn off . 
READER 2 
Well ,  of course . When I was deciding on a color , I told Ted 
that I felt rotten about not using blue . I mean, he loves 
blue, too . But I thought it would be easier to deal with 
lime . And he said,  •Blue or lime ,  who cares? Big fuckin 
deal . •  
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READER 3 
Boys don ' t  care about color . 
READER 2 
So you ' d  better go down and get those lime dresses . What i f  
they sell them t o  somebody else? I ' d have a heart attac k !  
READER 4 
Okay, we ' l l go down r ight after classes tomor row. I have to 
go downtown anyway and get a passport appl ication. 
READER 2 
When do you think you ' ll leave? 
READER 4 
Just as soon as I marry you o f f .  I don ' t  ever want to see a 
textbook again.  I ' m  getting a one-way ticket to Rome and 
may never come bac k .  
READER 2 
What about Brian? You ' re pinned. 
B r ian? 
how you 
changed 
set s .  
READER 4 
Who cares? He ' s  a convenience. Isn ' t  it amazing 
and Ted have stayed together a ll this time? I ' ve 
my boyfr iends as often as I ' ve switched sweater 
READER 2 
I t ' s  not that ama z in g .  When you go with someone for s i x  
yea r s ,  then naturally you marry them. 
READER 3 
I went with Gary for s i x  and then he mar r ied someone else . 
READER 2 
Oh, I forgot . 
READER 3 
I f  we ' d  made it to seven then I guess we ' d  be planning a 
double wedd ing . 
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READER 2 
Do you hear from Gary? 
READER 3 
Since when do married guys phone their ex-g irlfr iends? 
READER 2 
Oh, you ' re so brave . I don ' t  know what I would have done if 
after s i x  years Ted had dropped me and married someone els e .  
I would have slit �Y wrists . 
READER 4 
I j umped for joy when Jim and I f i nally spl i t .  After we got 
to college, we t r ied to stay togethe r ;  but we got bored with 
each other . Blame it on sex .  
READER 2 
Ooh, I don ' t  want to hear about i t .  
READER 4 
The pill changed my l i f e .  
READER 2 
I don ' t  know how you can take those thing s .  
READER 4 
I ' m  tell ing you, the pill i s  grea t .  Why don ' t  you get some? 
READER 2 
Since when does a virgin need the pill? 
READER 3 
I haven ' t  had the need to take i t  since Gary got mar r ied. 
He was my f i rst and las t .  
, 
READER 4 
I can ' t  believe you two . 
READER 2 
Well ,  I ' m  not interested in sex . 
51 
READER 4 
Does Ted know that? 
READER 3 
Remember when you were a l i ttle g i r l  and people would ask , 
•what do you want to be when you grow up?• 
READER 4 
sure . I wanted to be a nurse, then a str ipper , then a 
psychologi s t .  
READER 2 
I a lways wanted to be a wife . Just a wife and mother . 
READER 3 
But what else? 
READER 4 
We all wanted to be pretty . 
READER 2 
I think the two of you are pretty. Me? I ' m just 
attractive. 
READER 4 
And popular . 
READER 2 
We are popular . 
READER 4 
And cheerleaders and sorority g i r ls . 
READER 2 
Whewl We ' ve done it a l l .  We ran the gamu t .  
NARRATOR 
I t  i s  only f a i r ,  if crue l ,  to bring up the awful truth that 
all that concern over appearance and the shape we ' re in does 
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not end with the onslaught of mat u r i ty .  somehow growing up 
i s  never quite what we expected. 
READER 5 
There are laugh l i nes on my face but I ' m  not 
laughing. 
I start yawning if I ' m  out much after twelve. 
The latest dances give me lower back pain 
And what ' s  sitting on the shelves of my 
medicine chest I won ' t  even discuss . 
Excessive garlic i r r i tates my colon. 
Excessive coffee i r r itates my nerves . 
Eight spec ialists are working on my problems 
And i t  suddenly occurs to me that they now call 
my beauty marks moles . 
The parts of me that proudly pointed upward 
Are slowly taking on a downward droop. 
I ' m  puffing when I reach the second landing 
And I know Group Health rates better than I 
know everything I wanted to know about sex . 
My shoulder ' s  getting st iffer with each season. 
The small print ' s  getting blurrier each wee k .  
The system which I counted on forever 
Are surrendering to creaks, leaks, blockages , and 
never mind what e l s e .  
The woman in my head is young and per fect . 
The real one has to buy supportive hose . 
so I ' m  waiting for serenity and wisdom, 
Which, I ' m  assured, are supposed to make me 
feel much better about this whole thing. 
READER 1 
Start ing on Monday I ' m  living on carrots and 
boui l lon. 
Start ing on Monday I ' m  bidding the bagel adieu. 
I ' m  switching from Bersheys with almonds to 
gaunt and anem i c .  
And People w i l l  ask me could that sk inny person 
be you. 
I ' ll count every calor ie from squash ( half a cup , 47 ) 
To L i fe saver ( 8 ) ,  stalk of celery ( 5 ) , pepper 
r ing ( 2 )  
Start ing on Monday. 
Start ing on Monday I ' ll jog for a mile in the 
morning. 
( That ' s  after the s i t-ups and push-ups and 
touching my toes . ) 
The gratification I once used to seek in lasagna 
I '  11 f i nd on the d·ay that I have to go buy smaller 
clothes . 
I ' l l turn my attention from infant i le pleasures 
l i ke Clark Bars 
To things like the song of a bird and the scent 
of a rose. 
star t i ng on Monday . 
Start ing on Monday my will w i l l  be stronger 
than brownies 
And anything more than an unsalted egg will 
seem crude . 
My inner-thigh fat and my upper-arm flab will 
diminish. 
My cheeks will be hollowed, my r ibs will begin 
to protrude. 
The bones of my pelvis w i l l  make the i r  initial 
appearance--
A testament to my relentless-abstention from 
food. 
Start ing on Monday . 
But Tuesday a f r iend came for coffee and brought 
homemade muffins. 
And Wednesday I had to quit jogging because 
of my back •. 
On Thursday I read in the paper an excess of egg 
yolk 
Would clog up my vessels . and certainly cause 
an attac k .  
On F r iday we ate a t  the Goldfarbs ' .  She a lways 
makes cream sauce . 
And always gets sulky i f  people don ' t  eat what 
she makes . 
On Saturday evening we went with the kids to a 
dr ive- in. 
I begged for a Presca but all they were sell ing 
we·re shakes. 
On Sunday my stomach oozed over the top o f  
my waistband, 
And f i lled with self-loathing I sought consolation 
in pie 
And the thought that Onassis could bribe me with 
yachts and with emeralds 
But s t i l l  I ' d  refuse to taste even a single French 
fry • • •  
Start ing on Monday . 
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READER 6 
I ' d  planned to be Beathcl i ff ' s  Cathy, Lady Bre t t ,  
Nicole or Dominique o r  Scarlett O ' Hara. 
I hadn ' t  planned to be folding up the laundry 
In uncombed hair and last night ' s  smudged 
mascara . 
An expert on buying F r itos , cleaning the cat box, 
F inding lost sneakers, playing hide-and-seek, 
And other things unknown to Heathcliff ' s  Cathy, 
Sca r lett , Lady Bret t ,  and Dominique . 
Why am I never running through the heather? 
Why am I never raped by Howard Roark? 
Why am I never going to Pamplona 
Instead of Philadelphia and Newark? 
How d i d  I ever wind up with an Irving 
When what I ' d  always had in mind was Rhett , 
Or someone more appropr iate to Cathy, 
Dominique , Nicole, or Lady Bret t .  
I saw myself as heedless , heartless , headstrong , 
An untamed woman searching for her mate. 
And there he is--with charcoa l ,  for k ,  and apron, 
Prepared to broil some hot dogs on the grate . 
I haven ' t  wrecked his l i f e  or his digestion 
With unrequited love or jealous wrath. He 
Does n ' t  know that secretly I ' m  Scarlet t ,  
Dominique, Nicole, o r  Brett , o r  Cathy. 
Why am I never cracking up in Zurich? 
Why am I never languishing on moors? 
Why am I never spoiled by faithful mammys 
Instead of spraying ant spray on the floors? 
The t r icycles are cluttering my foye r .  
The Pop Tart crumbs are sprinkled on my soul . 
And every year it ' s  harder to be Cathy, 
Dominique, Bret t ,  Scarlett, and Nicole . 
READER 4 
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We have l i ved through the e r a  when happiness was a warm 
puppy , and the era when happiness was a dry mar t i n i ,  and now 
we have come to the era when happiness is • knowing what your 
uterus looks l i ke . •  
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NARRATOR 
Welcome to the world of grown-up relationships - men . Your 
mother may have warned you - •oon ' t  accept r ides from 
strange men, and remember that all men are strange as he ll . •  
READER 2 
( Unfor tunate Coincidence ) 
By the t i me you swear you ' re his,  
Shiver ing and sighing, 
And he vows his passion is 
Infinite,  undying--
Lady, make a note of thi s :  
One o f  you is lying . 
READER 3 
Par i s ,  November ,  1 8 3 4  
You d o  not love me . You d o  not love me any mor e .  I 
cannot blind myse l f  to the truth . Last evening while we 
were together I was feeling very i l l .  As soon as you 
noticed i t  you went away. No doubt it was r ight to leave 
me , because you were t i red last night . But to-day, not one 
wor d .  You have not even sent to inqu i r e  about me . I hoped 
for you , waited for you minute by minute , from e l even in the 
morning until midnight . What a day! Every r ing of the bell 
made me leap to my fee t .  I thank God I have heart disease . 
I f  only I could die t You love me with your senses more than 
ever before . And I you . � have never loved anyone, I have 
never loved you , in this way. But I love you also with my 
whole being--and you do not even feel f r iendship for me . I 
wrote to you early this evening . You have not answered my 
not e .  They told my messenger you had gone out; yet you did 
not come to see me for even five minutes • • •  You must have 
returned very late . Great Heavens ! Where were you a l l  
evening? • • •  
Will my despa i r  ever leave me? I t  g r ows stronger day 
by day . The heart that used to be open to mine i s  now 
wholly clo�ed to me • • •  
READER 4 
Please , God, let him telephone me now. Dear God, let him 
call me now. I won ' t  ask anything else of You, t ruly I 
won ' t .  I t  isn ' t  very much to ask . It would be so l i ttle to 
You , God, such a l i t t l e ,  little thing. Only let him 
telephone now. Please , God. Please , please, please. 
5 6  
I f  I didn ' t  think about i t ,  maybe the te lphone might 
r ing . Sometimes it does tha t .  If I could think of 
something else . I f  I could think of something else. Maybe 
if I counted five hundred by fives, it might r ing by that 
t i me .  I ' ll count slowly. I won ' t  chea t .  And i f  it r ings 
when I get to three hundred, I won ' t  stop ; I won ' t  answer it 
unt i l  I get to f i ve hundred. Five, ten , f i fteen, twenty, 
twenty-five, thi r ty ,  thirty-five, forty , forty-five, fi fty • 
• • •  oh, Please r in g .  Please. 
READER 2 
I know you ' re gonna go • • •  I know i t .  I ' ve been thinking a 
lot about what you said and I believe that you love me 
too • • •  And I understand that she gives you something else,  
something you need I guess is what you s a i d .  I wanted to 
apologize for yesterday. I was so confused, you know. I 
didn ' t  know what to do with myself • • •  ! mean, two 
years • • •  what does a person do? Do I have a nervous 
breakdown? Do I start a new career? Do I go and have an 
affair with Alan Bates? I mean what do I do? so, I d id 
laundry, like I always do on Sundays. And in the middle of 
folding our bedspread, I noticed your jock strap in the 
washing machine . Drowning in the wash cycl e .  It was 
twisting and turning, being mangled and manipulated into all 
sorts of painful pos i t ions . I t  looked as i f  i t  were crying 
out for help, poor l i ttle th ing. Then the str angest 
thing 
• • •  I imagined you were s t i l l  in it • • •  the jock strap I 
mean. I got hyster ica l .  I mean I couldn ' t  stop laugh ing . 
I thought it was the funniest thing I ever thought 
of • • •  People started star ing at me • • •  A woman came up to me 
and said I should be careful not to inhale too much of that 
fabric softener • • •  It made me think, Frank . I t  made me thing 
that maybe I ' m  not handling this too wel l .  I can ' t  drop two 
years of being lovers and go back to being f r i ends . We 
never were f r i ends , Frank. We slept together on the first 
dat e ,  remember ? · And I know you wanted to leave on good 
terms , like telling me you s t i l l  love me and a l l ,  but I 
really think it ' ll be easier for me if we break up as 
enemie s .  I t ' ll be better for me just to hate you openly 
instead of being so adult about i t ,  don ' t  you think? I 
don ' t  want to be your f r i end, Frank . I loved you , but I 
never said I l i ked you . And i f  being adu l t  means throwing 
me away for that slut-rag you picked up on the goddamned 
train platform, then the most mature thing I could do for 
you would be to r ip your face off . 
( She mimes doing so. ) 
Oh yes l  That feels much better ! 
READER 5 
( Indian summe r )  
I n  youth, i t  was a way I had 
To do my best to please , 
And change, with every passing lad, 
To suit his theor ies . 
But now I know the things I know, 
And do the things I do; 
And i f  you do not like me s o ,  
T o  he l l ,  my love , with you l 
NARRATOR 
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Relationships usually tou�h upon another sensitive area -
sex . Margaret Sanger i s  the woman whose work ul timately led 
to a changing atti tude in regard to sex . As a nurse in the 
New York slums of the 1900 ' s ,  she saw far too many women die 
from too many childbirths, and illegal or self-inflicted 
abor t ions . At �hat t ime , the doctor ' s  advice to those 
seeking b i r th control was to tell the husband to sleep on 
the roo f .  Margaret studied a l l  she could find on 
contraception and began educating the women who requested 
he lp. Such information was i l legal a t  the time and Margaret 
spent some t ime in j a i l .  Later she founded the National 
Birth Control League, which eventually became Planned 
Parenthood . She spoke to a sociologist about a typical case 
for contraception . 
READER 6 
( A  CASE FOR CONTRACEPTION) 
Here l i ve the tenant , his wife, and nine of his 
children, ranging from two to sixteen years of age . His two 
oldest daughte r s ,  aged nineteen and twenty, mar r ied and 
moved away this yea r .  Another child died three years ago. 
The wife i s  now carrying her thirteenth child , a lthough this 
condition did not keep her from doing the largest part of 
grading the tobacco this fal l .  Her expressed attitudes 
toward her s i tuat ion reveal some of the basic e l ements ·o f  
tenant ideology and are clear from the following. She gets 
to feeling pretty bad when she ' s  • that way• now, especially 
since she ' s  had such a hard time with her last four--two 
doctors each time because they ' ve had to take the babies 
ever s ince her twins were born . But she makes up her mind 
she won ' t  let it make her cross with her children the way 
some women are . And she remembers what the Bible says, •ae 
content with your lot , •  and tries to keep from worrying 
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about not coming out even with the crop or about how they ' re 
going to feed and clothe another child . With thirteen 
children born i n  twenty-two years she has spent her life 
e i ther being pregnant or having a baby too young to go 
anywhe r e .  She gave up going to church long ago--or anywhere 
else . But she figures that you have to work and give all 
your time and energy to something, and she ' d  rather it would 
be to children than to anything e l s e .  H e r  two daughters who 
ma r r ied this year never gave her a minute ' s  worry and i f  she 
can just l ive to see them a l l  grown and mar r i ed she ' ll feel 
she ' s  done a good work .  In common with many, many other 
tenant mothers, howeve r ,  she fervently hopes that this one 
on the way w i l l  be the last one . 
READER 4 
I f  you knew me better , you ' d  see that this is exactly the 
kind o f  thing that ' s  l i kely to happen to me . Getting 
knocked up, I mean. The point is i t  was my f i r st time , I 
was a virgin before tha t .  Wouldn ' t  you know i t ,  I ' d  get 
caught? Aside from everything else , I ' m  not lucky either . 
You see , i f  I was lucky, Harold and I could ' ve succumbed to 
our s i l ly l i ttle passion and that would ' ve been that , the 
end of i t .  And New Roche lle, of all places . At least i f  
i t ' d  been i n  some nice apartment i n  the Village, say, with 
the sounds coming through the window of traffic and people, 
the breeze blowing the curtain over the bed, like in the 
mov i e s .  But, no . I lost my v i rginity in the attic o f  an 
old house i n  New Rochelle . Harold ' s  grandmother ' s  house . 
On a rainy day i n  spring on the floor of the attic in his 
grandmother ' s  house , l istening to the rain on the roo f ,  
breathing the dust o f  old things • • •  And what comes next but 
his grandmother who was supposed to be in the c i ty for the 
day. But instead she ' s  suddenly standing in the door to the 
attic,  attracted there, no doubt , by the scuffl ing sounds of 
the iminent cons ummation. So she ' s  standing there, 
screaming : • stop tha t !  Stop that this instant 1 •  Needless 
to say , i t  was out of the question. Stopping. At that 
particular moment . I mean, sex is l i ke a f l ight over the 
sea , one reaches the point o f  no return • • •  I guess it sounds 
funny now, but, you know, at the t i me • • •  it was pretty 
rotten. Sordid, I mean • • •  it wasn ' t  at all the way i t ' s  
supposed to be . And Harold , of all peopl e .  A g i r l  f inds 
herself i n  this predicament , this condition, she ' d  at least 
like to be able to think of the cause of it as being some 
cleve r ,  handsome guy with charm and experience, just 
returned f rom spending a year in Rome, say , on a Guggenhe im 
fellowship. But Har old, • • •  Harold is six foot two, about a 
hundred and twenty f ive pounds, tops, an Economics major at 
CCNY • • •  That ' s  about the best I ' ll ever be able to do, I know 
i t .  Ever s i nce I found out I was pregnant I ' ve been walking 
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around with a face down t o  here and my mother kept saying, 
•what ' s  the matter with you, anyway , I just don ' t  know 
what ' s  gotten into you lately . •  so, finally, I told her : a 
kid named Harold, as a matter of fact • • •  oh, we l l ,  I just 
keep telling myse l f :  • Remember Rose , like i n  the 
song • • •  Someday my prince will come • • •  
READER 3 ( HOLLY) 
Now that I have one of these things, whenever I see a boy 
with a yarmulke, I think he has a diaphragm on his head. I 
shouldn ' t  have said that . I ' ll be s t r uck down by a burning 
bush . 
READER 1 ( LEILAH ) 
Who are you going to use this thing w i th? 
READER 3 
I don ' t  know. I got i t  ' cause i t  made me feel grown up. I 
could tell my fr iends stories about the day I got my 
diaphragm. Doesn ' t  matter . In fac t ,  I hate being mounted . 
READER 2 ( RITA) 
Holly, pumpkin, l i f e  doesn ' t  really offer that many 
pleasures that you can go around avoiding the obvious one s .  
READER 3 
What kind of pleasure? There ' s  someone· on top of you 
sweat ing and pushing and you ' re lying there pretending this 
is wonder ful . That ' s  not wonder ful . That ' s  masoch istic.  
READER 2 
But i t  can be your conques t ,  pum�k i n .  
READER 1 
This� i s  distorted. Rita, you are manipulat ive. 
READER 2 
Leilah , I ' m  not manipulative . our enti re being is 
programmed for male approva l .  Now, I ,  on the other hand, 
want abandonment . I want to do it with everything: dogs, 
cats , trees, bushes, ashtrays, children, l ight bulbs, shoe 
boxes • • •  
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READER 1 
R i t a ,  don ' t  you want some attachment? Some love? 
READER 2 
From a cock? 
READER 1 
Then why are you with Clar k? 
READER 2 
He ' s  a wonder ful love r .  
READER 1 
Clark ' s  a homosexual . 
READER 2 
He ' s  creative . I ' ve had enough of those macho types . 
Honestly, after I slept with Jack Hall he shook my hand and 
said thank you , and Chip Knowles came l i k e  a Pop Tar t .  
READER 3 
Really. Chip Knowles . 
READER 1 
But Rita , wouldn ' t  you want the bas i s  of a relat ionship to 
be some mutual understanding or • • •  
READER 2 
Leilah, you ' re beauti ful . You can . 
READER 1 
R i t a ,  you ' re more beautiful than I am. 
( RITA demonstrates with her hand 
the ver tical and hor izontal 
qual i ties of the build ings and 
roads. At •shopping malls• she 
shows a· parallel vertical with 
both hands . ) 
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READER 2 
Listen , Leilah , this entire society i s  based on cocks--The 
New York Times , Walter Cronk ite ,  a l l  the build ing and roads, 
the c i t i e s ,  philosophy, government , h istory, religion , 
shopping ma l l s ,  everything I can name is mal e .  When I see 
things this way, it becomes obvious that i t ' s  very easy to 
feel a l ienated and alone for the simple reason that I ' ve 
never been included because I came into the world without a 
pen i s .  Therefore it is my duty to take advantage .  Did I 
ever tell you about the time I left Johnny Cabot lying there 
after I ' d  had an orgasm and he hadn ' t .  It was h i lar ious. 
And anyway, Leilah, no one will ever do for me what they ' l l 
do for you , or Kate, or even Samantha . so I have to take 
advantage. In my case i t ' s  a moral imperative . I ' ve got to 
go now, I ' m  auditioning for Clark--He ' s  d i recting a 
production of •Another Part of the Forest . •  
( She reali zes Forest is another 
vertical . )  
Forest , trees , logs , pinecone s ,  elks • • •  
READER 5 
( SEX IS NOT SO SEXY ANYMORE) 
I br ing the children one more glass of water .  
I rub the hormone night cream on my face . 
Then after I complete the isometr ics , 
I greet my husband with a warm embrace , 
A vision in my long-sleeved flannel n ightgown 
And socks ( because my feet are always f reezing ) ,  
Gulping tranqu i l i zers' for my nerve ends , 
And Tr iaminic tablets for my wheezing . 
our blue electr ic blanket ' s  set for toasty. 
Our red alarm clock ' s  set at seven-thi rty. 
I tell h�m that we owe the grocer plenty. 
He tells me that his two best suits are dirty. 
Last year I bought him Centaur for his b i rthday. 
(They promised he ' d  become half-man, half-beast . )  
Last year he bought me something black and lacy. 
(They promised I ' d  go mad with lust , at least . )  
Instead my rollers clink upon - the pil low 
And his big toenail scrapes against my s k i n .  
He r ises to apply a little Chap Stick. 
I ask him to bring back two Buff e r i n .  
Oh somewher e  there a r e  lovely little boudoirs 
With Porthault sheets and canopies and whips . 
He l ion-hunts in Afr ica on weekend s .  
She measures thirty-three around the hips . 
The i r  eyes engage across the brandy snifter s ,  
H e  runs h i s  fingers through her Kenneth hai r .  
The k ids are i n  the other wing with nanny. 
The sound of viol ins is everywher e .  
In our house there ' s  the sound o f  dr ipping water . 
I t ' s  rain ing and he never patched the leak . 
He g rabs the mop and I get out the bucke t .  
we both agree to try again next week . 
READER 6 
D iary 
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There is a time that i s  no time and plenty of it on an 
island, to reflect upon all the things you could, should and 
would have said or done . The people you might never see 
aga i n .  Chances missed where warmth could so easily have 
been given , hurt so simply alleviated, and you did not do 
i t ,  or say i t ,  though you probably thought i t  but something 
proud or clever stood in the way. 
Here is G and here am I and it is apparently beyond me 
to do the one thing that would make him happy. Want , plain 
uncompl icated �an t ,  is under lined : call it des i r e ,  call it 
need, it stands out clea r .  G knows what he wants . H e  wants 
to enter my body . My re luctance towar ds, no, my complete 
r e j ection o f ,  his body is a slap in the eye and a kick in 
the bollocks. Don ' t  want begins to seem petty, base les s .  I 
yearn for something I cannot name . He longs for just one so 
simple-to•make-poss ible thing. 
Never have I used my body for sex without wanting the 
man . In a world of �hoice , that mattered. Now, here, not 
even its not mattering matter s .  
• i t  wouldn ' t  hurt you . •  . 
•what � s  so sacred about that thing between your legs 
anyway?• 
Yes yes . But looking apart from, beyond all tha t ,  
which after all i s  only ta l k ,  gross words spoken through 
pai n ,  there is the issue of genuine care, for I do believe 
that as I care for him and about him, G cares for me . The 
trouble i s  that i t  is not in the same way at a l l .  His love 
is man to woman in all respects . Mine, and I will not 
quibble about calling it love , is a warmth born of a shared 
strugg l e ,  a thing tha t ,  growing slowly, catching me 
unawares , at odd moment s ,  despite and because of all that 
has happened between u s ,  has sat down fi rmly in my being and 
I do not believe i t  will ever go ·away . How brutally 
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unfortunate that i t  i s  not the love of a woman for her man . 
Woman i s· a · vesse l .  Good luck to a l l  who sail in her . 
NARRATOR 
Usually the next important step in our lives is mar r iage . 
There is a saying that ma r r ied and unmarr ied women waste a 
great deal of time feeling sorry for each other . E l i zabeth 
Cady Stanton, a mar r ied woman whose husband supported her 
work for equality, had very strong views about certain 
aspects of marriage customs . 
READER 2 
The custom of ca ll ing women M r s .  John This and Mrs . Tom 
Tha t ,  and colored men Sambo and Z ip-coon, is founded on the 
principle that white men are the lords of all . I cannot 
acknowledge this pr inciple , and therefore I cannot bear the 
name of another . If the nineteenth century is to be 
governed by the opinions of the eighteenth, and the 
twentieth by the nineteenth, then the world will always be 
governed by dead men. I would rather make a few slanders 
from a superabundance of l if e  than to have all the 
propr ieties of a well-embalmed mummy . 
READER 6 
( To the Ladies ) 
Wife and servant are the same , 
But only d i ffer in the name : 
For when that fatal knot i s  tied, 
Which nothing, nothing can divide: 
When she the word obey has s a i d ,  
And man by law supreme has made, 
Then all that ' s  kind is laid aside, 
And nothing left but state and pride : 
Pierce as an Eastern pr ince he grows , 
And a l l  his innate r igor shows : 
Then but to look , to laugh, or speak , 
Will the nuptual contract break . 
L i ke mutes she s i gns alone must mak e ,  
And never any freedom take: 
But still be governed by a nod , 
And fear her husband as her God : 
H i m  still must serve , h im still obey, 
And nothing act ,  and nothing say, 
But what her haughty lord thinks f i t ,  
Who with the power ,  has all the wit . 
Then shun, ohl  shun that wretched state, 
And all the fawning flatt ' re r s  hate s 
Value your selves , and men despise , 
You must be proud , if you ' ll be wise . 
( THE HONEYMOON IS OVER) 
The honeymoon i s  over 
And he has left for work 
READER 1 
Wh istl ing something obvious from La Boheme 
And carrying a brown calfskin attache case 
I never dreamed he was capable of owning,  
Having started the day 
With ten pushups and a cold shower 
Followed by a hearty breakfas t .  
(What do we actually have i n  common? ) 
The honeymoon is over 
And I am dry-mopping the floor 
In a green Dacron dry-mopping outfit from Sak s ,  
Wonde r ing why I ' m  not dancing i n  the dar k ,  
or r e jecting pr inces , 
Or hearing people gasp at ay one-man show, 
My god , so beautiful and so gifted! 
(The trouble is I never knew a pr ince . )  
The honeymoon is over 
And we f i nd that dining by candlelight makes us 
squ i nt ,  
And that all the time 
I was letting him borrow my comb and hang up h i s  
wet raincoat in my close t ,  
I was really waiting 
To stop letting him. 
And that all the time 
Be was saying how he loved my chicken pot pie, 
Be was really waiting 
T� stop eating i t .  
( I  guess they call this getting to know each other . >  
READER 3 
(WHERE IS IT WRITTEN? ) 
Where is it written 
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That husbands get twenty-f i v·e-:dol lar lunches and 
invitat ions to south Amer ica ·ror think 
conferences while 
Wives get Campbe ll ' s  black bean soup and a t r ip to 
the ti rehouse with the f i r$t g rade and 
Where is it written 
That husbands get to meet beautiful lady lawyers and 
beautiful lady professors of Ancient History and 
beautiful sculptresses and hei resses and poetesses 
while 
Wives get to meet the checker with the acne at the 
Safeway and 
Where is i t  written 
That husbands get a nap and the Super Bowl on 
Sundays while 
Wives get to help color in the coloring book and 
Where is it wri tten 
That husbands get ego gratif ication, emotional 
suppo r t ,  and hot tea in bed for ten days when 
they have the sniff les while 
Wives get to give it to them? 
And if a wife should finally decide 
Let him take the shoes to the shoemaker and the 
children to the pediatr ician and the dog to the 
vet while she takes up something l i ke brain 
surgery or transcendental meditat ion, 
Where is it written 
That she always has to feel 
Guilty? 
( MAYBE WE ' LL MAKE IT) 
READER 5 
I f  I quite hoping he ' l l show up with flowers , and 
He quits hoping I ' ll squeeze him an orange , and 
I quit shaving my legs with h i s  razo r ,  and 
He quits wiping his feet with my face towel, and 
We avoid discussions l i k e  
Is h e  really smarter than I am, or simply more glib, 
Maybe we ' ll make i t .  
I f  I quit looking to prove that he ' s  hosti l e ,  and 
He qu its looking for dust on the tables , and 
I quit invit ing Louise with the giggle, and 
He quits inviting Jerome with the complex, and 
We avoid discussions like 
Suppose I died,  which one of our f r iends would he 
marry 
Maybe we ' ll make i t .  
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We ' ve fully examined James Reston, the war ,  
John Upd i k e ,  religion, the Renaissance , CORE, 
And on all major issues we ' re for and against 
The same thing s .  
Yet somehow we ' ve managed to not miss a f i ght . 
He tells me there ' s  nothing to nosh on at night . 
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I t e l l  h i m  that n o  one can sleep with a l i ght in her eyes, 
Not to mention 
He takes too much time in the bathroom. But 
If I quit clearing the plates while he ' s  eating, and 
He qu its clearing his throat while I ' m  speaking, and 
I qu i t  implying I could have done better , and 
He quits implying he wishes I had, and 
We avoid discussions l i ke 
Does his mother really love h im, or is she simply one 
of those over-possess ive , devouring women who 
can ' t  let go , 
Maybe we ' ll make i t .  
READER 6 
( THE OTHER WOMAN) 
The other woman 
Never sme lls of Ajax or Spaghetti-0, 
And was bored with Bob Dylan 
A year before we had heard of him, 
And is a good sport about things like flat t i res and no 
hot wate r ,  
Because i t ' s  easier t o  be a good sport 
When you ' re not mar r ied . 
The other woman 
Never has ti red blood, 
And can name the best hotels in Acapulco 
As readily as we can name detergents ,  
And wears a chiffon peigno i r  instead of a corduroy 
bathrobe, 
Because i t ' s  easier to try harder 
When you ' re not mar r ie d .  
The other woman 
Never has to look at Secret Squ i r r e l ,  
And spends her money o n  fun furs 
Whi l e  we are spending ours on obstetric ians , 
And can make a husband feel that he i s  wanted, 
Because i t ' s  easier to want a husband 
When you ' re not mar r ied . 
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READER 2 ( DOINA) 
So a ve ry merry Christmas. 
RBADBR l ( EFFIE ) 
Thank you , Doina . 
READER 2 
Where i s  Frank lin? I s  he at home? 
READER l 
He ' s  out shopping . 
READER 2 
How nice the apartment look s .  Franklin i s  a lucky fellow. 
READER 1 
I gues s .  
READER 2 
In Romania, we never have a tree such as this one . 
READER 1 
Frank l i n  picked i t  out for me . 
READER 2 
I t  is quite beautiful . 
READER 1 
Thank you . 
READER 2 
May I put the package down? 
( She dumps the package . )  
Oh sure . 
( Pause . )  
READER l 
Doina, are you and Jerome happy? 
READER 2 
Happy . Bow do you mean happy? 
READER 1 
Happy happy. 
READER 2 
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E f f i e ,  I ' m  mar r ied to h i m .  We are not happy l i ke tha t .  But 
we are happy enough . 
READER 1 
Oh . 
READER 2 
Are you and Frank l i n  having diff iculties now? 
READER 1 
I gues s .  
READER 2 
Do you want to tell me? 
READER 1 
I ' m  so unhappy. 
READER 2 
That ' s  no good . 
READER 1 
We never talk to each othe r .  
READER 2 
Yes • • •  
READER 1 
Franklin doesn ' t  l ike to spend time with me . 
READER 2 
I see • • •  
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READER· l 
so, I ' m dating someone else . 
READER 2 
Yes . 
READER 1 
I t ' s  this guy who works at the plant . 
READER 2 
Do I know him? 
READER 1 
Naw. 
READER 2 
Go on.  
READER 1 
I make love to him. 
READER 2 
Good. 
( EFFIE buries head in hands . )  
READER l 
Oh , Godl 
READER 2 
How often do you have intercourse? 
READER 1 
I guess at f i rst once or twice a wee k ,  we would sneak o f f ,  
but now we ' re doing i t  every day. 
READER 2 
And i s  the intercourse good? 
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READER 1 
I gues s .  
READER 2 
Go on • • •  
READER 1 
Well ,  that ' s  about i t .  But I ' m  so unhappy about the whole 
thing. I mean, here I am cheating on Frank l i n ,  my husband. 
READER 2 
Yes . 
READER l 
Doina , I ' m  a Catholic . 
READER 2 
You have told me this.  
READER l 
But i t ' s  a s i n .  A very ser ious s i n .  I could g o  to hel l .  
READER 2 
Oh , we all go to hell . I know tha t .  
READER 1 
Yeah, but l i ke I was brought up you were only supposed to 
have sex to have babies . 
READER 2 
But that ' s  silly. 
READER 1 
Yeah, I know but there you a r e .  
READER 2 
So you have sex with this man every day? 
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READER 1 
Yeah--
READER 2 
Do you love him? 
READER 1 
I don ' t  think s o .  
READER 2 
Did you buy him a Chr istmas gift? 
READER 1 
Naw. 
READER 2 
You should have gotten h im something. 
READER 1 
I know. 
READER 2 
You want my advice? 
READER 1 
Yes . 
READER 2 
You sleep with this man , and when you get t i red of him, you 
don ' t  sleep with him anymore . 
READER 1 
You think so? 
READER 2 
I have just told you thi s .  
READBR 1 
Okay. 
REAOER 2 
I am faithful to Jerome , som•t!mea I don ' t  know why, but 
th i s  is the way I am. You are different . 
READER 1 
That ' s  t r ue .  
READER 2 
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I want you to be happy at Christmas . I t  is the time of good 
chee r .  
READER 1 
I ' m  just · miserable about this . 
READER 2 
Don ' t  tell Franklin about this sex otherwise your holidays 
might be ruined . 
READER 1 
Good though t .  
READER 2 
So, have a good Christma s .  
READER 3 
• I  met my father ' s  friend, she seemed a nice enough 
woman, ten or so years younger . It was a nervous occasion 
a l l  around, but I sort of l i ked her . Later he asked what I 
thought , and I told him, ' How you l ive i s  your own business , 
but I think it was cruel of you to leave Mother so abruptly, 
never really explaining to her what had happene d . ' You know 
what he said? He said, ' The only kind way I could have done 
i t  would have been to shoot her . •  But you should see the i r  
apartment--they moved out of the big house--did I tell 
you?--and into an apartment after Molly and I left home . 
The stuff my father left behind is untouche d .  I t ' s  l ike 
Lenin ' s  Tomb . There should be ropes across the doorways. 
My mother just sits the r e ,  waiting and hoping he ' ll change· 
h i s  mind and come bac k .  At least if she were a widow, it 
would be respectable. The ambigu i ty of i t  is what she can ' t  
stand . What ' s  she supposed to say to their f r i ends? Now 
she has nobody to take her out on Saturday nights . I ' m  
afraid the i r  whole lives have been l ived on a kind of high 
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school leve l :  just one Saturday night date after anothe r , 
getting a l l  dressed up and going to the country club dance 
as though it were a prom, planning where to be seen and in 
what and by whom, and what cruises and tr ips to tak e .  You 
want to know something sad? I don ' t  think I ' ve ever talked 
to my mother in my whole life about anything important . She 
never did anything to encourage i t .  She ' d  probably be 
devastated to hear me say so, because she thinks she ' s  led 
this perfect , exemplary l i f e .  The way she sees i t  i t ' s  
simp l e :  another woman stole her husband . •  
• oivorced?• 
• t • m  not sure they ever will be , because she ' l l have to 
agree to i t ,  and if she divorced him she ' d  be acknowledging 
that a l l  this really happened .  She ' d  rather pretend it 
hadn ' t .  She used to boast, ' Look at u s ,  forty years of 
mar r iage , and we ' ve never had a cross wor d ,  never an 
argument , •  as though i t  were something to be proud o f .  Even 
as a k id I could f igure out that i f  you never disagreed, you 
never talked . •  
READER 5 
• • •  I want a wife to make sure my children eat properly and 
are kept clean . I want a wife who will wash the children ' s  
clothes and keep them mended. I want a wife who is a good 
nurturant attendant to my children, arranges for the ir 
school ing,  makes sure that they have an adequate social life 
with the i r  peers • • •  I want a wife who takes care o f  the 
children when they are sick • • •  My wife must arrange to lose 
time at work and not lose the job • • •  Needless to say, my wife 
w i l l  ar range and pay for the care of my children while my 
wife i s  wor k ing . 
I want a w i f e ,  who will take care o f  !!!.I physical needs . 
I want a wife who will keep my house clean • • •  A wife who will 
pick up after ·me . I want a wife who will keep my clothes 
clean , i r oned, mended, replaced when need be , and who will 
see to i t  that I can f ind what I need the minute I need i t .  
I want a wife who • • •  i s  a good cook • • •  a wife who will plan 
the menus, do the necessary grocery shopping, prepare the 
meals, serve them pleasantly and then do the cleaning up 
• • •  I 
want a wife who w i l l  care for me when I am sick and 
sympathize with my pains • • •  I want a wife to go along . when 
our family takes a vacation so that someone can continue to 
care for me and my children when I need a res t .  
My God , who wouldn ' t  want a wife? 
NARRATOR 
L i f e  i s  nothing but a ser ies of crosses for us mothers . 
That i s  a quote from Colette, and there is a great deal of 
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truth in i t .  Probably no mother i s  as appreciated as she 
should be.  The grave of the mother of John Marsha l l ,  Chief 
Justice of the supreme court , bears this ma r k i n g :  Mary 
Randolph Keith Marshall - Wife of Thomas Marsha l l ,  by whom 
she had f i fteen children, was born in 1737 and died in 1807 
- She was good but not b r i l l iant - Useful but not great . 
our foremothers . were a f r uitful lot, and very brave 
considering the difficulties of childbirth. 
READER 3 
It was the last of July, and my father was thinking of 
the long winter ahead, and perhaps the blizzard to come. 
And at that time there was not a tree in sight . The l i ttle 
four-room frame house ( at that time the only f r ame house in 
the county) had to be kept warm, for there were a couple of 
l i ttle children already in the home and the stork was 
expected to make h i s  appearance again in a short time . So 
my father arose early and started on his all-day tr ip to 
Mule Creek to get a load of wood. Mule creek was about 
seventeen miles away. 
He had no sooner gotten out of sight , than my mother 
knew that the sto r k ,  being an undependable sort of b i r d ,  had 
decided that it was time to leave his precious bundle .  Now 
that was a terr ifying s i tuat ion. Alone with two babies, one 
four and the other e ighteen months , not a ne ighbor that 
could be ca lled, no doctor to be gotten. 
So my brave mother got the baby clothes together on a 
cha i r  by the bed , water and scissors and what else was 
needed to take care of the baby; drew a bucket of fresh 
water from a sixty-foot well ;  made some bread-and-butter 
sandwiches ; set out some milk for the babies . And when 
Rover had orders to take care of the babies he never let 
them out of his s i ght , for at that time any bunch of weeds 
might harbor a rattlesnake . 
so, at about noon the stork left a fine baby boy. My 
father a r r ived home about dusk with a big load of wood and 
congratulating himself that he would at least have some wood 
to burn on very cold days. My mothe r ,  having fainted a 
number of times in her attempt to dress the baby, had 
succeeded at last; and when my father came in he found a 
very uncomfortable but brave and thankful mothe r ,  thankful 
that he had returned home with the precious wood, and that 
she and the baby were a l r ight . 
NARRATOR 
Things were not much eas ier for women l i ving in the Kentucky 
h il l s  only f i fty years ago . 
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READER 6 
When it was t ime for the babies , we ' d  send a neighbor 
boy over the mountain on a mule to fetch the midwife, and 
she ' d  walk down with a bag that had in it a scale, a 
scissors ,  and a cord . Her fee was five dol lar s ,  and if she 
had to she ' d  stay around for a week at a time .  She wasn ' t  
in any hurry to 9 0 .  She was a wonderful woman, and I was 
blessed to s i t  by her bed and hold her hand when she left 
this wor l d .  
I f  I had i t  t o  do over I ' d  have fewer children, because 
there isn ' t  room enough in the world for everyone to have as 
many as I did, but I sure can ' t  tell you which of them I ' d  
give up. Without anesthetics it wasn ' t  easy having them, 
but you just g r i t  your teeth and bear i t .  Once I had six 
under the age of f ive , and when my youngest daughter was 
three months old my system wasn ' t  too strong , and I almost 
had a nervous breakdown. If the company doctor hadn ' t  got 
my tubes tied, I might have had more s t i l l .  Wayne would 
divorce me if he heard me say so, but I feel more strongly 
about ste r i l i zation than abortions, though I think there are 
t i mes when abortions should be permitted too . 
READER 2 
( NICE BABY) 
Last year I talked about black humor and the impact 
of the common market on the European 
economy and 
Threw clever l i ttle cocktail parties in our discerningly 
eclectic l iv ing room 
With the Spanish rug and the hand-carved Chinese 
chest and the lucite cha i r s  and 
was occasionally hungered after by highly placed men 
in communications, but 
This year we have a nice baby 
And pablum drying on our Spanish rug, 
And I talk about nursing versus ster il ization 
While the men in communications 
Hunger elsewher e .  
Last year I studied flamenco and had my ears 
pierced and 
Served an authentic fondue on the Belgian marble 
table of our discerningly eclectic dining area, but 
This year we have a nice baby 
And Spock on the second shelf of our Chinese ches t ,  
And instead of finding myse lf I am doing my best 
To find a sitter 
Por the nice baby banging the Belgian marble with 
h i s  cup 
While I heat the oven up 
For the TV dinners . 
Last year I had a shampoo and set every week and 
Slept an unbroken sleep beneath the Venetian 
chandelier of our d i scerningly eclectic bedroom, 
but, 
This year we have a nice baby, 
And Gerber ' s  strained bananas in my hai r ,  
And gleaming beneath the Venetian chande l i e r ,  
A diaper pai l ,  a portacrib,  and him, 
A nice baby, drooling on our antique satin spread 
While I smile and say how nice.  It is often said 
That motherhood is very maturing. 
READER 5 
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I got up, went to the bathroom, made breakfas t ,  argued with 
you , threw my cup across the ki tchen when you slammed the 
door as you went out , answered the telephone, Susan ' s  car is 
broken , so I made the kiddie run, that ' s  the third time this 
wee k ,  then I came bac k ,  washed the dishes , then Sparks and 
Mumsey called about coming to v i s i t  -- l i ke you said they 
would -- then Fr ieda came ove r ,  we drank coffee , talked 
about her divorce, talked about her lawye r ,  talked about her 
al imony, then the bank called and I had to run down there to 
transfer out of our savings , that ' s  wrong • • •  to transfer what 
was left of our savings to cover your overdraft, then I came 
back and the phone rang again, it was Safeway tell ing me our 
grocery check had bounced , I told them to send it back 
through and the man said he would i f  I would bring him over 
two dollars to cover the redeposit cost , so I drove over to 
Safeway, I was very embar rassed but I did i t  anyway because 
I knew you wouldn ' t  even if you said you would and I ' d just 
have to answer the phone again tomorrow or start shopping 
somewhere else, then I heard screaming out on the street and 
I ran out , the Carlson ' s  dog had been run over and nobody 
knew what to do, so I wrapped him i n  a towel and put him i n  
the back o f  our car and drove over to the vet ' s ,  h e  was dead 
when I got there and there was blood all over the back seat 
and there was nobody to help me get him out of the car 
except a smart l ittle bastard who wanted to know why I 
brought a dead dog to the vet ' s ,  then I came back here and 
cleaned the back seat , i t ' s  s t i l l  wet ,  and the man came to 
give an est imate on the roof, it ' ll cost e ight hundred and 
ninety dollars, not including any new spouts or gutters he 
may have to replace , I told him you ' d  call him tonight or 
tomorrow, and Georgia called, she was behind getting r eady 
for the party and wanted to know i f  I ' d do some shopping for 
her , I said OK, and back I went to Safeway, the groceries 
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for Georgia came to fourteen something and all I had was 
ten, I asked i f  they ' d  take a check and we went through that 
whole thing again, but I promised and they did, and I took 
the groceries to Georgia , Susan was there and her car was 
s t i l l  broken so I did the afternoon kiddie run for her , I 
came back her e ,  Buck and Spike were home but Spike had 
gotten mad at Buck and locked him out, so Buck went over to 
Lynch ' s  and got on the telephone and called Spike and told 
him he was a dirty fucker , so Spike came out and hit Huck in 
the nose, and by this time I was back but Spike had let the 
door close behind him and locked us all out and my keys were 
inside here on the counter so we had to break the lock on 
the garage window and Huck crawled in, and by that t ime I ' d  
had my f i l l  o f  one day on this green earth so I told them to 
make their own supper and I went over to have a drink with 
Georgia,  but Marty was home and they were arguing over how 
many plates to put out for tonight ' s  par ty , so I came back 
over her e ,  closed the garage door , and sat in the car 
l istening to the radio and dr inking my mar t i n i  • • •  and it ' s  
the best twenty minutes I ' ve had this year . Then I heard 
you come home, so I came in here and you were standing there 
shouting about the television • • •  and you ' re lucky I didn ' t  
knock your teeth out • • • •  
READER 3 ( ELIZABETH} 
So what ' re you in a frenzy about? 
READER 2 ( HATT I E }  
Oh yeah ! Today I went through living hel l .  
READER 3 
What did you do? 
READER 2 
I went shopping with my children. 
READER 3 
Bad, huh? 
READER 2 
Disastrous. When my k ids hit a department store they go 
berse r k .  I think i t  activates something i n  the i r  glands . 
We hadn ' t  been in J .  c .  Penney ' s  f ive minutes before they 
scattered in all d i rections . Now you take my l ittle Cheryl . 
�EAD�tl 3 
Uh-huh. 
READER 2 
Now she ' s  a sweet l i ttle thing but bless her heart she ' s  a 
thief . 
READER 3 
A thief . 
READER 2 
78 
I t ' s  t ime I faced facts, ' Li zabeth. My daughter i s  a 
k l eptomaniac . As soon as we got into that store she started 
stuff ing her pockets . Stuffing her clothing. She ran away 
from me and ten minutes later I saw he r .  I barely 
recognized my only daughter . She looked l i k e  a beach ball 
with legs . 
READER 3 
Did you make her put i t  back? 
READER 2 
Yes, but it does no good. Thieving is i n  her blood. 
READER 3 
Where do you suppose she gets it? 
READER 2 
Prom Vernon Jr . 
READER 3 
Where was Vernon J r .  all this time ? 
READER 2 
He was i n  the hardware department. 
READER 3 
Doing what? 
READER 2 
Chasing h i s  brother with a hammer .  
READER 3 
Chasing l ittle Roger? 
READER 2 
Yes . 
READER 3 
What was l i ttle Roger doing? 
READER 2 
Screaming. 
READER 3 
Oh Lord. 
READER 2 
Oh Lord i s  r ight . And somehow Vernon J r .  broke a solid 
steel J. c. Penney hammer .  
READER 3 
How can you break a solid steel hammer ?  
READER 2 
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Don ' t  ask me . When i t· comes to destruction Vernon Jr . is a 
geniu s .  But I tell you i t ' s  the last t ime I go shopping 
with those k ids . 
READER 3 
Where a r e  the k i ds now? 
READER 2 
I took the l ittle darlings over to Ver n ' s  mother ' s  place . 
She has a nice b i g  house. ( Pause . )  They ought to have i t  
leveled i n  about an hour o r  s o .  (Pause . )  Oh , wel l ,  mind if 
I use your phone? 
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RBADBR 3 
Of course. 
RBADER 2 
Figure I better check on the kids . No tell ing what 
devi lment they ' ve gotten up t o .  ( On the phone . )  Hello? 
Cheryl? Cheryl dear , this is Mommy • • •  Mommy • • •  your mother 
( As i de . )  Child needs a hearing a i d .  What ' s  that dear? 
Vernon Jr . threw a rock at you? Wel l ,  throw one back at 
him, honey. Show him who ' s  bos s .  Cheryl , sweethear t ,  put 
Grandma on the phone • • •  Cheryl this week ! ( Pause . ) Sounds 
l i ke they ' r e running her ragged. Hello? Little Roger , is 
that you? I don ' t  want to talk to you r ight now punk in, I 
want to talk to Grandma • • •  ' cause I want to talk to Grandma 
• • •  yes Grandma does have baggy elbows . Now lemme talk to 
her • • •  what ' s  that? Honey of course Mommy loves you • • •  I love 
you all the same • • •  Do I love you more than who? Fred 
Fl intstone. Yes. More than Paul Newman no, but Fred 
Fl intstone yes • • •  I t ' s  a g rown-up joke honey. Now put 
Grandma on • • •  She ' s  what? Tied upl  You untie her you hear 
me? You want a switchin? • • •  Then you untie her ,  r ight 
now • • •  Mar ion? That you • • •  Oh , you were playin ' • • •  oh good I 
thought they had you t i ed up for real • • •  How they 
doing • • •  yes • • •  yes • • •  yes I agree there is too much violence 
on TV • • •  yes I ' l l pick them up at five • • •  No I won ' t  be 
late • • •  You have my solemn word • • •  Goodbye . What ' s  that? 
Little Roger? • • •  Yes i t ' s  nice to hear your voice again 
too • • •  You ' re playing what? Sniper? Vernon Jr . has cl imbed 
a tree in the backyard and he has a br ick? We l l ,  little 
Roger ,  l isten and l isten carefully, under no ci rcumstances 
go under that tree • • •  He ' s  gonna drop the br ick on your head, 
sweetheart • • •  so don ' t  go under the tree. That ' s  just what 
he wants • . •  OK • • •  OK • • •  •Yabba dabba doo• to you too . ( Hangs 
up . )  He ' l l walk r i ght under that tree . The child has no 
more sense than God gave a screwdr iver . 
READER 5 ( MOTHER) 
I ' m  not a well woman, Debbie . You know that . After the 
last baby, fi fteen years ago , the doctor said I would 
experience periods of tension and depression. I am tense 
and depressed now. What are you doing? 
READER 4 ( DEBBIE) 
Putting the key in the switch. 
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READER 5 
DON ' T  TOUCH A THING IN THIS CAR UNTIL I TELL YOU TO. F i r s t ,  
I want you t o  relax. You cannot dr ive a car when your hands 
are g r ipped around the door handle and the whites of the 
knuckles are showing . 
READER 4 
You ' re the one clutching the door handle . 
READER 5 
That ' s  what I said.  Just relax and put all the anxieties 
about d r iv ing out of your mind. Forget that behind the 
wheel of this car you are a potential k i ller . That you are 
maneuver ing a ton of hard, cold steel which you can wrap 
around a telephone pole just by closing your eyes to sneeze. 
Are you relaxed? 
READER 4 
I think so . 
READER 5 
All r ight now. Let ' s  go over the check l i s t .  Do you have 
flares in your trunk for when you get a flat t i re? 
READER 4 
Yes . 
READER 5 
Do you have a dime so you can call AAA when the motor stops 
dead on you? 
READER 4 
Yes . 
READ!R 5 
Do you have your l icense so you can show i t  to the nice 
officer when he stops you for violating something? 
READER 4 
Yes ,  Mother .  
8 2  
READER S 
All r ight then. Just turn the key and at the same time step 
on the accelerator . 
READER 4 
Aren ' t  you going to fasten your seat belt? 
READER 5 
Are you crazy? I may want to leave i n  a hurry. Let ' s  get 
on with i t .  Just gently touch the accelerator . 
READER 4 
Like this? 
READER 5 
Just relax and push on the accelerator . Any idiot can 
dr ive. I do it every day. Just ease along , unwind, hang 
loose and don ' t  think about the drunk over the hill waiting 
to slam into you. What are you doing? 
READER 4 
Stopping the car . 
READER 5 
What for? 
READER 4 
There ' s  a stop sign. 
READER 5 
Why are you stopping back here? That stop s ign i s  forty 
feet away , for crying out loud. Pull up . Pull up.  Give i t  
a l i ttle gas . G o  ahead. NO,. WAIT! Do you realize you 
almost sent me sail ing through the windshield? 
READER 4 
I guess I ' m not used to the brakes yet. I ' m sorry. 
8 3  
READER 5 
I know. So was Sylvia ' s  daughte r .  Remember I told you 
about her? Her MOTHER was teaching her how to d r ive. She 
took off so fast she gave her mother a whiplash . I think 
she ' s  out of traction now. Her daughter is wonderful, 
though . Never complains when she has to dr ive her mother to 
the doctor or adjust her braces . Now then , where were we? 
I t  looks all r ight . Just sneak out and • • •  YOU ' RE TOO CLOSE 
TO MY SIDE OF THE ROAD . We ' re a l l  tensed u p .  Maybe if we 
pulled over to the curb here and relaxed a b i t .  You ' re 
doing fine. I t ' s  just that you lack experience. Like, when 
you meet a car you have to remember that anything on his 
side of the line belongs to him. We can ' t  be greedy, can 
we? Are you relaxed? Good. Just put your hand out and 
enter the stream of traffic. Not too fast now. 
READER 4 
But • • •  
READER 5 
I f  they want to go over twenty-five miles an hou r ,  let ' em 
pas s .  The cemeteries are full of dr ivers who passed. 
READER 4 
Do you suppose you could show me how to park? 
READER 5 
To what? 
READER 4 
To par k .  
READER 5 
Ther e ' s  nothing to i t .  You just g o  to the shopping center 
and make a small r ight angle and there you a r e .  When your 
t i res bump the concrete island, stop . 
READER 4 
No, I mean parallel park between two other cars . One in 
front and one in back . 
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READER 5 
Where did you hear talk like that? You ' re dr iving ten 
minutes and al ready you want to get cute with i t .  I t  sounds 
to me l i k e  a wonderful way to get your fenders dented, 
missy. 
READER 4 
Our D r iver ' s  Ed teacher says that ' s  part of the test. 
READER 5 
So the Drive r ' s  Ed teacher is smarter than your mother . 
Then why i sn ' t  he s i tting here getting stomach cramps? 
That ' s  the trouble with teachers today. No guts . I think 
we ' re getting tired, Debbi e .  I have a headache and an acid 
stomach. Let ' s  head for home. There ' s  a pamphlet I want 
you to read on • aighway Statistics Compiled on a Labor Day 
Weekend by the New Jersey Highway Patrol . •  
READER 6 
•why don ' t  you grow up?• I f  I said it to them once I 
said i t  a mill ion times . Is it my imagination or have I 
spent a l i fetime shutting refr igerator doo r s ,  emptying used 
t i ssue from pants pockets before washing, writ ing checks for 
mi l k ,  pick ing up wet towels and finding l ibrary books in the 
clothes hamper? 
Mr . Matterling said, •parenting i s  loving . •  (What did 
he know? He was my old Child Psychology teacher who didn ' t  
have any children. He only had twenty-two guppies and two 
catfish to clean the bowl . )  How I wish that for one day I 
could teach M r .  Matterling ' s  clas s .  How I would l i ke to 
tell him i t ' s  more than loving. More than clean grave l .  
More than eating the ones you don ' t  l i k e .  
Parenting is frustration that you have to see to 
believe . Would I have ever imagined there would be whole 
days when I didn ' t  have time to comb my hai r? Mornings 
after a slumber party when I looked l i ke Margaret Mead with 
a migraine? Could I have ever comprehended that something 
so s imple ,  so beautiful and so uncompl icated as a child 
could dr ive you to shout, •we are a family and you ' re a part 
of this family and by God, you ' re going to spend a Fr iday 
night with us having a good time i f  we have to chain you to 
the bed 1 •  
And a plaintive voice within me s i ghed, •why don ' t  you 
grow up?• 
Parenting is a pai n ,  Mr . Matterling.  And 
d isappointment. The first t ime I leaned over to kiss my son 
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good night and h e  turned his back t o  the wall and said, • see 
ya. • 
The f i r s t  t i me they hit me with, • 1 1 m not going to 
Grandma ' s .  I t ' s  boring . •  The first time they ignored me on 
Mother ' s  Day and explained coldly, • tt ' s  your faul t .  You 
didn ' t  give us our allowance this week . •  
The f i rst time they left the house and forgot to say, 
•Good-bye . •  
And the anger and the resentment came , M r .  Matterling. 
You forgot that par t .  The nights when I Freudianly set the 
table for two . The days when I felt l i ke a l ive-in 
dome s t i c .  Days when I felt l i ke sending Betty Fr iedan a 
c i gar and the kids to my favorite charity. (Or my 
unfavorite cha r i ty . ) Days when I beat myself to death with 
my own i nadequac ies.  What kind of kids am I raising who 
would let a hamster die from starvation? What k ind of kids 
would have a water fight in church • • •  WITH HOLY WATER YET I ?  
•Grow up, won ' t  you?• 
And the days of compassion. These were the most 
agonizing of a l l .  When the tenderness I felt for my 
children swelled so that I thought I would burst if I didn ' t  
cradle them i n  my arms . 
The blind date that never showe d .  The captaincy that 
went to a best f r iend. The college r e ject , the d r i l l  team 
have-nots , the class office also-rans, the honors that went 
to someone else . And they turned to me for the answe r .  
And the phone was r inging . I was worming the dog . My 
husband had to be picked up in ten minute s .  There was cake 
in the oven, a brush salesman at the door and I mumbled some 
t i red chestnut about Abe Lincoln and his thousand failures 
but how late in l i fe he won the big p r i z e .  And then, a lmost 
sanctimoniously, I admon ished, •That ' s  par t  of growing up 
and why don ' t  you?• 
And there were joys • . Moments of closeness • • •  an awkward 
hug. The p r ide of seeing them st-and up when older people 
entered the room and saying, •yes , s i r •  and •No, Ma ' am •  
without your holding a cue card in front of them. The 
strange , warm feeling of seeing them pick up a baby and 
seeing a wistfulness in the i r  faces that I have never seen 
befor e .  And I said to myself • • •  softly this time ,  •why don ' t  
you grow up? • 
I walk through the house and mechanically shut a 
refr igerator door that i s  already shu t .  I stoop t o  retr ieve 
a towel that has not fallen to the floor but hangs neatly on 
the towel rack . From hab i t ,  I smooth out a spread that is 
already free of wrinkles. I answer a phone that has not 
rung and with a subtlety that fools no one , I hide the cake 
for dinner in the oven. 
And I shou t ,  •way DON ' T  YOU GROW up 1 •  
And the s i lence where once had abounded frustration , 
f ea r ,  disappointment , resentment , compassion, joy and love 
echoes, • t  d id . • · 
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" NARRATOR 
Now it is not unusual for women to have a career outside the 
home . One hundred years ago , a career woman was looked upon 
with suspi cion, sometimes with good reason . One of the 
f i r s t  women journa�ist� was Jane Swisshelm, who owned and 
operated the S t .  Cloud· vtsiter ( s i c )  in the mid-1800 ' s .  The 
paper was popula r ,vl�rgely because of i t s  editor ' s  pithy and 
outspoken comments on any number of controversial subjects 
of which the following , concerning the supposed intellectual 
inferiority of women, is an exampl e .  
READER 3 
I t  is well known that thousands , nay, mill ions of women i n  
this country are condemned to the most menial drudgery, such 
as men would scorn to engage i n ,  and that for one fourth the 
wages • • •  They plough, harrow, reap , dig • • •  do anything that is 
hard wor k ,  phys ical labo r ,  and who says anything against i t ?  
But let one pres ume t o  u s e  h e r  mental power s  - l e t  her 
aspire to turn edito r ,  public speaker , doctor , lawyer • • •  0 1  
b r i ng cologne, get a cambric kerchief and feather fan, 
unloose his corsets and take off his crava t !  What a 
faint ing f i t  Mr . Propriety has taken! Just to think that 
one of the • • •  heavenly angels should forsake • • •  woma n ' s  
sphere I 
NARRATOR 
Mar ia Mitche l l ,  born on Nantucket Island in 1818 , became an 
astronomer through her father ,  who was devoted to ast ronomy. 
All the children were drafted into the service of counting 
seconds by the chronometer dur ing his observations . 
READER 4 
Once a lady asked me i f  I told fortune s ,  and when I replied 
in the negative, she asked me if I weren ' t  an ast ronome r .  I 
admitted that I made efforts i n  that direction. She then 
asked me what could I tell if not fortune s .  I told her that 
I could tell when the moon would r i s e ,  and when the sun 
would set . She s a i d ,  • oh , •  in a tone which plainly implied 
• t s  that a 1 1 1 •  • • • •  A few even ings ago a meteor flashed upon 
me suddenly, very br ight , very short-lived. It seemed to me 
that i t  was sent just for me especially, for it greeted me 
almost the first instant I looked up and was gone i n  a 
second, fleeting and beau t i �ul . I . am but a woma n .  For 
women there are�  u�douQtedly, 9reat �ifficulties i n  the 
path, but so much the more to overcome . F i r s t ,  no woman 
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should say, • 1  am but a woman . •  But a woman - what more can 
you ask to be? 
NARRATOR 
Among the jobs that were open to women was factory-work . 
Catherine Beecher was a fierce c r i t i c  of the factory system. 
Her attack centered mainly on the r igorous schedule and 
unhealthy condi t ions, but she was also strongly oppose4 to 
employment of women i n  what she considered to be •men ' s  
work . •  
READER l 
Let me now present the facts I learned by observation or 
inquiry at the Lowell mills . I was there in mid-winte r ,  and 
every morning I was awakened at five , by the bells calling 
to labor . The t ime allowed for dressing and breakfast was 
short,  as many told me , that both were performed hurr iedly, 
and then the work at the mill was begun by lamplight , and 
prosecuted without remission t i l l  twelve , and chiefly in a 
standing position. Then half an hour only was al lowed for 
dinne r ,  from which the time for going and returning was 
deducted. Then back to the mills , to work till seven 
o ' cloc k ,  the last part of the time by lamplight . Then 
returning, wash ing, dressing , and supper occupied another 
hour . Thus ten hours only remained for recreation and sleep. 
Now eight hours ' sleep is required for laborers, and none in 
our country are employed in the labor more hours than the 
female operatives in m i l l s .  Deduct e ight hours for sleep and 
only two hours remain for shopping, mending, making, 
recreation, social intercourse , and breathing the pure a i r .  
For i t  must be r emembered that a l l  the hours o f  labor are 
spent in rooms where oil lamps, together with from 40 to 8 0  
persons, are exhausting the healthful pr inciple o f  the a i r ,  
where temperature both summer and winte r ,  on account o f  the 
wor k ,  must be kept at 7 0 ,  and i n  some rooms at 8 0 ,  and where 
the a i r  is loaded with particles of cotton thrown from 
thousands of cards , spindles, and looms. 
NARRATOR 
Education, as we mentioned ear lier , was one occupation open 
to wome n ,  if they didn ' t  require being treated l i ke equals. 
Susan B.  Anthony was present at the New York teacher ' s  
convention, where she and other women teachers l istened to 
the men complain that they were not treated with the same 
respect as doctors and lawye r s .  Susan asked to be 
recognized and a half-hour debate followed while they t r ied 
to decide i f  a woman should be a llowed to spea k .  After a 
close vot e ,  Susan was given the floor . 
READER 2 
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I t  seems t o  me , gentlemen, that none of you quite comprehend 
the cause of the disrespect of which you complain.  Do you 
not see that so long as society says a woman i s  incompetent 
to be a lawye r ,  ministe r ,  or doctor , but has ample ability 
to be a teache r ,  that every man of you who chooses this 
profession tacitly acknowledges that he has no more brains 
than a woma n .  And this too is the reason that teaching is 
less a lucrative profession, as here men must compete with 
the cheap labor of women . Would you exalt your profession, 
exalt those who labor with you. Would you make it more 
lucrative, increase the salaries of the women engaged in the 
novel work of educating our future President s ,  Senators, and 
Congressmen . 
READER 3 
That winter , in 1 8 7 2 ,  I attended my f i rst term of school in 
Kansas, in Smith Center , working for my board at the A. J.  
Watson home • • •  I will tell you how I earned my board. I 
arose early each morning and got breakfast :  we always had 
biscuits for breakfas t ,  and beans and corn bread for dinner . 
Mrs . Watson was a c r ipple, unable to do anything, even to 
dress herse l f ,  but a good manager and could plan well which 
was a great help.  I put the beans on before going to school 
and ran down a t  recess to make the corn bread . At noon 
fi nished the dinne r ,  ate and ran back to schoo l ;  after 
school made beds , washed the dinner dishes, then mopped, 
ironed or patched as was necessary, while on Saturday I did 
our washing. At the age of sixteen I received my f i rst 
certificate to teach. I taught four years .  My f i rst two 
terms were in the Freaky d istrict at $ 10 . 0 0 per month the 
f i r s t  year ,  and $ 1 2 . 50 the second year . I boarded around 
and never wanted a place; every week it was ' Teache r ,  you 
w i l l  come with us next week? We are expecting you ' and I 
think they did.  
READER 5 
My d i scovery that women were not welcome in psychology began 
when I got to Harvard, on the first day of clas s .  That day, 
the entering graduate students had been invited to lunch 
with one of the star professors in the department. After 
lunch, he leaned back in his cha i r ,  l i t  h i s  pipe, began to 
puf f ,  and announced : •women don ' t  belong in graduate 
schoo l . •  The ·male graduate students, as if by prearranged 
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s igna l ,  then leaned baci in the i r  cha i r s ,  puffed o n  the i r  
newly bought pipes, nod4ea, :a�d assented : •yeah . •  •yeah , •  
said the male graduate 9tu4ents . •No man is going to want 
you . No man wants a woian : who · is more intell igent than he 
i s .  Of cou rse , that ' s  not · a real possibil ity, but just in 
cas e .  You are out ot · your · natural roles ; you are no longer 
feminine . •  My mouth drop�ed open, and my big blue eyes went 
wide as saucers. An init iation ceremony, I though t .  very 
funny. Tomor row, for sure,  the male graduate students will 
get i t .  
But the male graduate students never were told that they 
d i dn ' t  belong. They rapidly became trusted junior partners 
in the great research f i rms at Harvard.  They were carefully 
nurtured, groomed, and run. Before long , they would take up 
the white man ' s  burden and expand the empi r e .  But for me 
and for the other women in my class , it was different. We 
were shut out of these plans ; we were shown we didn ' t  
belong. For instance, even though I was f i rst in my clas s ,  
when I wanted t o  d o  my d issertation research, I couldn ' t  get 
access to the necessary equipment. The excuse was that I 
might break the equipment. This was certainly true . The 
equipment was eminently breakable. The male graduate 
students working with i t  broke it every wee k ;  I d idn ' t  
expect to be any d i f ferent . 
I was determined to collect my data . I had to see how the 
experiment I proposed would turn out . I f  Harvard wouldn ' t  
let me use its equipment, maybe Yale would . I moved to New 
Haven, collected my data at Yale , returned to Harvard, and 
was awarded my Ph . D  in 1 9 6 4 ,  and afterward could not get an 
academic job. I had graduated Phi Beta Kappa from 
Wellesley, had obtained my Ph . D  in psychology at Harvard in 
two and one half years, ranked f i rst i n  my graduate class, 
and I couldn ' t  get a job . Yet most univers i t i es were 
expanding in 1 9 6 4 ,  and jobs were everywher e .  But at the 
places where I was being considered for jobs they were 
asking me questions l ike - •aow can a l i t t le g i r l  like you 
teach a great big class of men?• At that t i me ,  still 
unaware of how serious the s i tuation was , I repl ied, •seats 
me . I guess I must have a talent . •  - and - •who did your 
research for you?• This last was from a famous faculty 
liberal at another school, who then put what I assume was a 
fatherly hand on my knee and said in a tone of deep concer n ,  
•you ought t o  g e t  mar r i ed . •  
READER 6 
(THE WRITERS) 
I write in the bedroom with unsorted laundry, 
A c r i b ,  and a baby who . �ql�e r s .  
My husband the writer �eta :gqid velvet cha i r s ,  
A couch that cost four hundred dol lar s ,  
A wall -to-wall carpet, bright red and a l l  wool, 
And a desk big enough to play pool on.  
I type in quadruplicate , two sets for me 
And two for the baby to drool on, 
In a setting conducive to grocery l ists 
And decisions l ike chopped steak or flounder . 
Did Emily Dickinson have to write poems 
With diaper-rash oi ntment around her? 
Did Eli zabeth Browning stop counting the ways 
When Robert said one hot pastrami? 
Excuse me , the b i g  boys just came home from 
school 
And they ' re yelling the ir heads off for mommy. 
My husband the writer makes long-distance calls 
To people too famous to mention. 
The closest I get to the great outside world 
Is l istening on the extension 
Or reading old Digests while taking the kids 
For the i r  flu shots and ant ibiotics . 
( Everyone knows that the mother who works 
W i l l  doubtlessly bring up psychot ics 
Unless she ' s  r ight there when the chicken pox 
pop 
Or they ' re str icken with gnat bites and toe 
aches . )  
Did Edna S t .  Vincent Millay r ise at dawn 
For a firs t-grade production called Snowflakes? 
Did Mar i anne Moore put her symbols aside 
To wipe Quaker Oats off the table? 
Excuse me , my husband would l i ke a cold bee r .  
I ' ll be back just as soon as I ' m ab l e .  
The baby i s  sleeping, the beds have been made, 
And I ' ve mopped where the k itchen was muddy . 
My husband the writer has finished the Times 
And he ' s  vanishing into his study, 
Where no one would dare to disturb h i s  deep 
thoughts 
( Or the half-hour nap he requires ) .  
I ' ve gone to the cleaners and picked up dessert 
And I even put a i r  in the t i res 
Before s i t t ing down at my second-hand Roya l .  
( He just bought a new Olivett i . )  
Did Miss Amy Lowell find Patterns besmirched 
With dr ibbles of Junior Spaghetti? 
Does Phillis McGinley refrain from her rhymes 
Whenever her garden needs spraying? 
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Excuse me , the d i shwasher ' s  gone on the blink . 
Maybe I ' l l switch to crochet ing. 
READER 1 
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One o f  my problems i s  I ' m  afraid I threaten people. I feel 
like a Mrs . "i lquetoa s t ,  but my vocabulary is too b i g :  I 
guess I use words that intimidate men. our company has big 
conferences , a lot of men at these meetings have felt 
threatened by my presence, and said, •well , we ' ll have to 
watch our language wh i le you ' r e here . •  Fellows at the lower 
levels feel especially uptight : they can only deal with me 
by saying, • Look , s i ste r ,  you don ' t  really belong here . •  
Once I said, •wait unt i l  after the meeting, and I ' l l tell 
you my mother fucker sto ry , •  and they were stunned. 
At one meeting one of the men begged me to help him field 
questions he couldn ' t  handl e .  F inally I d i d ,  but h e  didn ' t  
int roduce me to h i s  group , which would have been simple 
courtesy. After I ' d  bailed him out, one of the other men in 
the group looked at me and said, • My, you have a lot to say, 
g i r l i e . •  I felt l i ke tell ing him, •why shouldn ' t  i have a 
lot to say? I have a doctor ' s  degree t •  but I don ' t  like to 
pull that rank unless I want someone to take my cal l ,  in 
which case I ' l l say to someone ' s  secretary, • I t ' s  Dr.  Ross , •  
and the darned secretar ies say, • put him on , •  and only 
giggle when I say, •aut � the doctor . •  I almost forgot to 
tell you this : when a woman applies to work at my company, 
one of the questions on the application blank i s ,  • Date of 
last menstrual period . •  But I ' m not going to let all this 
get me down. I f  I survived my divorce , I can survive this.  
NARRATOR 
We are all survivors and probably all have a l i ttle of the 
velvet glove over the hand of steel. our self-image and our 
belief in ourselves has changed over the years, thanks to 
that quality of surviving. Margaret Cavendish, the Duchess 
of Newcastle had a rather jaundiced view of being a women in 
166 0 .  
READER 3 
Lad ies,  gentlewome n ,  and other inferior women , but not less 
worthy: I have been industrious to assemble you together , 
and wish I were so fortunate as to persuade you to make 
frequent assemblies,  associations, and combinations amongst 
our sex, that we may unite i n  prudent counsel s ,  to make 
ourselves as free , happy, and famous ' as men; whereas now we 
l ive and die as i f  we were produced from beasts , rather than 
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from men; for men are happy, �•�d we women are miserable ; 
they possess all the ease , rest , pleasure , wealth, powe r ,  
and fame; whereas women ar9 �e$tless with labour , easeless 
with pain, melancholy for w�nc of pleasure, helpless for 
want of powe r ,  and die in oblivion, for want of fame . 
Nevertheless , men are so unconscionable and cruel against us 
that they endeaver to bar us of all sorts of l iberty, and 
will not suffer us freely to associate amongst our own sex ; 
but would fain bury us in their houses or beds , as in a 
grave . The truth i s ,  we l ive like bats or owls, labour like 
beasts,  and d ie like worms . 
NARRATOR 
Sojourner Truth was a freed slave who suffered both as a 
slave and a woman. She was sold twice before the age of 1 4 ,  
raped by her maste r ,  and forcibly married to an older slave . 
In 1 8 5 1 ,  she was asked to address the Woma n ' s  Rights 
Convention in Akron, Ohi o .  The previous speaker , a 
clergyman , had r idiculed the weakness of women and argued 
that they could not be entrusted with equal r ights . 
Sojourner answered him. 
READER 6 
Wel l ,  children , where there i s  so much racket there 
must be some thing out of k i l te r .  I think that ' twixt the 
negroes of the South and the women of the Nor th, all talking 
about r ights , the white men will be in a f i x  pretty soon. 
But what ' s  all this here talking about? 
That man over there says that women need to be helped 
into carr iages, and l i fted over ditches, and to have the 
best place everywher e .  Nobody ever helps me into carr iages , 
or over mud-puddles, or g ives me any best place ! And ain ' t  
I a woman? Look at me l Look at my arml I have ploughed 
and planted, and gathered into ba rns , and no man could head 
me l And ain ' t  I a woman? I could work as much and eat as 
much as a man - when I could get i t  - and bear the lash as 
wel l !  And a in ' t  I a woman? I have borne thirteen children, 
and seen the� most all sold off to slavery, and when I cr ied 
out with my mothe r ' s  g r i e f ,  none but Jesus heard me l And 
a in ' t  I a woman? 
Then they talk about this thing in the head; what ' s  
this they call it? Intellect? That ' s  i t ,  honey. What ' s  
that got to do with women ' s  r ights or negro ' s  r ights? If my 
cup won ' t  hold but a pint,  and yours holds a qua r t ,  wouldn ' t  
you be mean not to let me have my l i ttle half-measure full? 
Then that l i ttle man in black there , he says women 
can ' t  have as much r ights as men, ' cause Christ wasn ' t  a 
womanl Where did your Christ come from? Where did your 
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Chr ist come from? From God and a woman! Man had nothing to 
do with Him. 
I f  the first woman God ever made was st rong enough to 
turn the world upside down � a11 alone , these women together 
ought to be able to turn it back , and get it r ight s i de up 
agai n l  And now· they is asking to do i t ,  the men better let 
them. 
Obliged to you for hearing me , and now old Sojourner 
a in ' t  got nothing more to say. 
READER 4 
TO THE SECRETARY OF NEW YORK UNIVERSITY 
One F i fth Avenue 
May 2 2 ,  1937 
• • • • •  Having answered your questions, I come now to that 
aspect of your commencement activities regarding which, I 
said, I felt impelled to speak . 
I received from Mr . Chase, your chancel lor,  in a letter 
dated Apr i l  2 6 ,  the information that New York University 
wished to confer upon me on the occasion of its commencement 
on the ninth of June, the honourary degree of Doctor of 
Humane Letters. In the same letter M r .  Chase informed me 
that Mrs . Chase would be pleased to receive me as a guest of 
honour at a dinner given for a small group of ladies at the 
chancellor ' s  house on the evening before commencement . 
I answered at once , accepting the award of the degree 
with happiness and pride, and the invitation to dinner with 
pleasure. 
In your lette r ,  dated May 4, I was told for the fi rst 
time that on the evening of the dinner given in honour of me 
by the chancellor ' s  wife, a quite separate dinner i s  to be 
g iven at the Waldor f-Astoria in honour of the other 
recipients of honourary degrees , that i s ,  the male 
recipient s .  
on an occasion, then, on which I shall be present 
solely for reasons of scholarship, I am, solely for reasons 
of sex, to be excluded from the company and the conversation 
of my fel low-doctors.  
Had I known this i n  time , I should have declined not 
only Mrs . Chase ' s  invitation to dinne r ,  but also, had i t  
appeared that my declining this invitation might cause M r s .  
Chase embarrassment, the honour of receiving the degree as 
well . 
I t  is too late to do e i ther now, without making myse lf 
t roublesome to everybody concerned, which I do not wish to 
do. I shall attend Mrs . Chase ' s  d inner with pleasure: and I 
shall recieve the degree the following morning with a 
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satisfaction only slightly tempered by the consciousness of 
the discr imination againat me of the night before . 
Mrs . Chase should be the l as t ,  I think , to be offended 
by my attitude. I register this objection not for myself 
personally, but for all wome n .  
I hope that in future years many women may know the 
pride, as I shall know it on the ninth of June , of receiving 
an honourary degree from your distinguished university. 
I beg of you, and of the eminent council whose 
representative you are , that I may be the last woman so 
honoured, to be required to swallow from the very cup of 
this honour , the gall of this humil iation . 
Very sincerely yours , 
Edna s t .  Vincent Millay 
NARRATOR 
our chance to change the world for ourselves and our 
children grows each year with more and more women taking 
part in responsible positions in education, industry, 
banking, and pol it ics . Shir ley Chisholm has always 
encouraged women to follow her lead into government. 
READER 5 
Many women have g i ven their l ives to pol i tical 
organizations, laboring anonymously in the background while 
men of far less abi l i ty managed and mismanaged the public 
trust.  These women hung back because they knew the men 
would not give them a chance . They· knew their place and 
stayed in i t .  The amount of talent that has been lost to our 
country that way is appalling. I think one of my major uses 
is as an example to the women of our country, to show them 
that if a woman has ab i l ity, stamina, organizational s k i l l ,  
and a knowlege o f  the issues she can w i n  public office. And 
i f  I can do i t ,  how much more hope should that give to white 
wome n ,  who have only one handicap? 
I am certain that more and more Amer ican women must 
become involved in pol i t i c s .  It could be the salvation of 
our nation. If there were more women in pol itics,  it would 
be possible to start cleaning it up. Women I have known in 
government have seemed to me to be much more apt to act for 
the sake of a principle or moral purpose . They are not as 
l i kely as men to engage in dea l s ,  manipulations , and sharp 
tactics . A larger proport ion of women i n  Congress and every 
other legislative body would serve as a reminder that the 
real purpose of politicians i s  to work for the people. 
It i s  not female egotism to say that the future of 
mankind may very well be ours to determine . It is a fact. 
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The warmth , gentlenes s ,  artd eompassion that are part o f  the 
female stereotype are positive human values , values that are 
becoming more and more important as the values of our world 
begin to shatter and fall from our grasp. The strength of 
Chr i s t ,  Gandhi ,  and Martin Luther King was a strength of 
gentlenes s ,  under standing , and compassion, with no element 
of v iolence in i t .  I t  was, i n  shor t ,  a female strength, and 
that is the kind that often marks the highest type of man. 
NARRATOR 
I t  i s  perhaps fitting that we close this common journey with 
a work that speaks deeply to the common woman in us all . I t  
was w r i tten t o  honor the women str ikers a t  the Lawrence, 
Massachusetts textile mills in 1 9 1 2 .  
As we come march ing, marching i n  the beauty of the day 
A m i l l ion darkened k itchens, a thousand mill lofts gray 
Are touched with all the radiance that a sudden sun 
discloses 
For the people hear us singing: Bread and roses ! Bread 
and roses ! 
NARRATOR , READERS 1 AND 2 
As we come marching, marching, we battle too for men 
For they are wome n ' s  children, and we mother them 
aga in, 
our l ives shall not be sweated from b i r th until l i fe 
closes ; 
Hearts starve as well as bodies; give us bread, but 
give us roses ! 
NARR . , READERS 1 , 2 , 3 , 4  
As we come marching , marching, unnumbered women 
dead 
Go crying through our s i nging, their ancient cry for 
bread . 
Small art and love and beauty the ir drudging spirits 
knew. 
Yes it is bread we fight for - but we fight for roses 
too l 
ALL 
As we come marching, marching, we br ing the greater 
days. 
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The r is ing o f  the women means the r is ing o f  the race. 
No more the drudge and idler - ten that toil where one 
reposes , 
But a sharing of l i fe ' s  glor ies : Bread and roses l 
Bread and roses l 
AN EVALUATION OF THE PRODUCTION OF 
IN COMMON S VOICES or THE COMMON WOMAN 
9 7  
A production o f  I N  COMMON : VOICES OF THE COMMON WOMAN 
was held on July 2 2 ,  1 9 8 8  in the Playroom o f  the F ine Arts 
Center . The cast included: 
Narrator - Therese Supple 
Reader 1 - Janet Z ielke 
Reader 2 - Angela Snead 
Reader 3 - Anne Lloyd 
Reader 4 - Kate Eisenhour 
Reader 5 - Susan Eisenhour 
Reader 6 - Linda Bagger 
Technical d i rection was by Pat r icia Guidot t i .  There was a 
small invited audience present for the performance. 
The production itself went smoothly with only a few 
minor problems. One reader could not decide i f  she could 
see better with or without her glasses, and so lost a few 
l i ne s .  One reader took several pieces too fast and had a 
tendency to speak too low at emotional po int s .  Otherwise 
the voices were str ong and the readings went smoothly. 
The audience seemed to respond wel l .  I was concerned 
that there might be some impatience towards the end , as the 
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per formance ran two hours and ten minutes. However ,  I was 
pleased to note that there was no feeling of being in one 
place too long . The var iety of the voices and material were 
enough to create a feeling of movement that alleviated 
possible feelings of boredom. 
At the conclusion, there was a critique session for 
those who wished to take par t .  Questions were primarily 
d i rected towards scr ipt and d i rectorial decisions . One 
question pertained to the dec i s ion of the number of readers 
to be used . I explained my initial des i re to have ten 
readers to keep the material from being too much of a burden 
on anyone. However ,  because of time conflicts , I decided to 
work with seven readers . As I had worked through the 
script, I saw poss ibilities for s i x  separate voice types, 
not counting the narrator . One comment on this was that s i x  
readers were really an ideal number because of the need for 
the audience to identify the characters being portrayed. 
Therefore, any larger number of readers would have made it 
more di fficult to recognize the speake r ,  and much of the 
mate r ia l  might have been lost i n  the attempt. 
Another point discussed was the decision to run 
straight though without an intermission. I had considered 
this at one point, but it seemed that there was not a clear 
breaking point in the scr ipt . A play has definite cl imaxes 
built in at the end of the acts so that there is a build 
before the intermission, and then the audience returns to 
begin again. This particular piece does not build to an 
exact cl imax ; i t  builds emotionally on the piece that went 
before . Therefore I decided to let it run on its own and 
take the r isk that the audience could not stay with i t  for 
that long of a stretch . 
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Other general comments praised the strength of the 
readers ' interpretation of the mate r ia l  and noted the clear 
chronological development of the script . We also d iscussed 
the costuming and the use of the song at the end. I had 
orginally planned to use some music in the script, but it 
wasn ' t  possible to find a pianis t .  I decided to have the 
readers recite the song at the end. However , the cast 
decided that they could learn the tune well enough to sing 
it a cappella. I am grateful for their will ingness to work 
on i t ,  as i t  made a very power ful conclusion to the wor k .  
Having seen the scr ipt i n  per formance , I am now working 
on the next step of having someone else direct it as a full 
production. It would be interesting to see how it works 
when there aren ' t  the restr ictions that we had this summe r .  
Several people have indicated an interest i n  seeing i t  
performed again, so that i s  the l i kely next step a t  this 
po int.  I would assume that the production would include a 
setting consisting of several platforms to provide various 
levels . Costuming would also be an important part of the 
overall produc t ion. I also see the possibility of dividing 
some of readings into several voices , the use of choral 
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reading, and the appl ication of chamber theatre techniques 
for some of the prose pieces . 
I f  I were to direct the production again using the same 
cast ,  I would probably switch some of the reading s .  
Although the aud ience was not bothered by the length , I 
believe that the production would be tighter if I removed 
two or three of the longer passages ,  and inserted shorter 
ones that conveyed the same theme . I believe that I would 
also use Therese , who read the Narrator , as one of the 
Reade r s ,  because of the strength of her interpretive 
ab i l i t ies . Another section I would l i ke to include if it 
were to be performed again would be to adjust the material 
to include pieces that had been written by the performers 
themselves. I feel that this would add to the r i chness of 
the piece , as well as make each reader a cont r ibutor to the 
wor k ,  as well as an interprete r .  
I was extemely pleased with the performance . I felt 
that it accomplished everything that I intended. There are 
adj ustments I would make if I were to d i rect it agai n ,  but I 
feel that the work as a whole lived up to my hopes and 
expectations. I owe a great deal to the effort and 
dedication of my ladies who were so willing to give of 
themselves for my wor k .  
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